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The Terrible Tiger 


“Gr-r-r-r!” growled the tiger when Jerry 
pulled his head down. ‘Gr-r-r-r!”” growled 


the tiger again. 





ge 


It was only a toy tiger which had been 
given to Jerry’s little brother on his 
birthday. It always growled loudly when 
anyone pulled its head down. That was 
the only way this tiger could growl. 

Soon after Jerry made the tiger growl, 
he went out into the yard and swung on 
his gate. ۱ 

In a little while his best friend came up 
the street on a bicycle. He stopped in 
front of the gate. 

Jerry leaned over the gate. Then he 
looked back toward his front door in a 
make-believe frightened way. 

‘““There’s a terrible tiger in our house,” 
he whispered. “It goes ‘Gr-r-r-r!’ A tiger 
could eat you up!” 

“Oh! Oh!” said his friend. “I don’t 


believe I will come in to-day.” 
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Jerry's friend jumped on his bicycle. 
He hurried away, although he had really 
come to stay all the morning with Jerry. 

“Pm not going to stay around that 
house,” he said to himself. Then he rode 
down the street until he came to his own 
yard. ۱ 

Jerry watched his friend go down the 
street. He chuckled to himself, “Ha, ha! 
That was a good joke.” 

Then he began to swing on his gate 
again. He forgot all about the tiger. 


But the story of the tiger went on. 








As soon as he reached home, Jerry’s 
friend ran into his kitchen. The Cook 
was making gingerbread. 

“Jerry has a terrible tiger in his house!” 


he exclaimed. “It could eat us up!” 


4 





The Tiger Story Spreads 

“Dear me!” said the Cook, almost 
dropping the gingerbread. Just then 
she went to the kitchen door to let in 
the Baker’s Boy. She told him the story 

of the tiger. But she did not repeat it 
۱ just as it was told to her. Perhaps she 
could not hear very well. | 

“Up the street there’s a terrible tiger 
in a yard,” the Cook told the Baker’s Boy. 
“It will eat us up if someone doesn’t 
catch it!” 

“Whew!” whistled the Baker’s Boy. He 
hurried out to the street and called to the 
Policeman, “Here’s work for you. Up the 
street there are tigers in a yard, and 
they’re likely to eat up everyone in the 
town!” 





The Baker’s Boy thought he was 
repeating the story just as the Cook had 
told it to him. But after he had heard 
the word “tiger,” he had been too 
excited to listen carefully. 

“Whew!” whistled the Policeman. He 
started toward the station house thinking, 


“This is terrible! Those tigers must have 


run away from the circus. What shall we 
do? We have nothing to catch tigers with 
in the police station. I will enna the 
Fire Chief.” 
So when the Policeman reached the 
station house he telephoned to the Fire 
Chief. 


ce 
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He repeated the story that the Baker’s 
Boy had told him. But this is what the 
Fire Chief thought he heard over the 
telephone. 

“Up the street there are tigers in a 
yard, and they’ll soon be eating up every- 
one in the town!” 

“Whew!” the Fire Chief whistled. “PI 
start right away!” Hanging up the 
telephone with a bang, he started to 
ring the bell in the fire station. 

About this time, Jerry’s little brother 
took a handful of grass up to the playroom | 
to feed his tiger. Then he made the tiger 
growl loudly. The day was warm and the 
windows were open. The tiger’s growl 
could be heard down in the street where 


a crowd. was now waiting. 








“Hear the tiger! That’s the tiger! Come 


this way! Hurry!” the crowd shouted. q 








Ready to Catch the Tiger 


Up the street came the fire trucks 
toward Jerry’s house. Then came the 
Policeman with a long stick. Behind him 
ran the Cook with a rolling pin, the Baker’s 
Boy, Jerry’s friend, and every big dog and 
puppy in the town. They all joined the 


crowd in front of Jerry’s home. 
“Where’s the tiger?” shouted the Fire 
Chief as he started into the yard. 


“In there!” answered the crowd. 





The Fire Chief opened Jerry’s gate 
and went into the yard. The Policeman 
followed behind. He stepped very 
carefully and looked all about him. 

They looked all over the front yard 
trying to find the tiger. Then they tiptoed 
around to the back yard where they 
thought the tiger might be hiding. But 
there was no tiger to be seen. 

Just then Jerry’s mother called from 
the window, ‘‘What is all the excitement?”’ 
_ “Where is that tiger?” shouted the Fire 

Chief. 

_ “Do you mean this?” she asked, showing 
them the toy tiger. She made the tiger 
growl a loud “Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r!”’ 

The crowd laughed. The Fire Chief and 
the Policeman walked out of the gate. 
They were feeling very foolish. 
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At last the excitement was over, and 
the crowd had gone home. J erry was 
alone with the tiger. He said, “You and. 
I played a good joke, didn’t we?” 

The terrible tiger looked at Jerry with 
his big, green eyes. They had a wise 
look in them. Maybe they were telling 
Jerry that any story, even a true one, 
may change as it is repeated. 

But Jerry only laughed and pulled the 
tigers head down, making him say, 


“Gr-r-r-r-r-r!”’ 


Mrs. Rabbit’s Vacation 


One morning Mrs. Rabbit said to Mr 
abbit, “I’m so tired of taking care 
our little rabbits that I don’t know wh 


to do. I just work and wor 


SS 


never have any rest.”’ 





“I get their breakfasts in the morning, 
cook their dinners, wash their clothes, 
and tell them to wash their faces. Then 
it’s time to cook supper. I help them get 
ready for bed, and the next day I do the 
_ game things all over again!” said Mrs. 
Rabbit. ۱ 

Mr. Rabbit looked at Mrs. Rabbit very 
kindly. ‘‘You’re tired, my dear,” he said. 
“You need a vacation. Why don’t you 
go off on a little trip?” 

Miggsy, Biggsy, and the other little 
rabbits were eating lettuce near the 
window. They came running in to ask, “‘Oh, 
is Mother going away? Is Mother going ~ 
away?” They all looked very unhappy. 

Mrs. Rabbit said, “No, Pm not going 
away. How can I go away? I can’t leave 


you. I- must stay here and work!” 
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Mrs. Rabbit was so tired that she began 
to cry a little. She put her blue apron 
over her head and sniffed big sniffs. 

“Now, see,” said Mr. Rabbit to all the 
children, “how tired your mother is! She 


must go away for a little vacation.” 
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Vacation Plans 


“Pll take care of you while Mother is 
away,” said Mr. Rabbit. “Ill wear her 
blue apron. Don’t you think Pll look very 
fine in Mother’s blue apron? We can get 
along without Mother for a little while, 
can’t we? We want her to go, don’t we?” 

Mr. Rabbit looked at the little rabbits 
and nodded so they knew what he wanted 
them to say. Besides that, they were very | 
sorry for their kind mother. They saw 
how tired she was. So they all nodded 
and said, “Yes, we want Mother to go!” 
But they did not say it very loudly. ۱ 

“Where shall I go?” asked Mrs. Rabbit. 

“Why don’t you take an airplane or a 


bus ride to the city to see your aunt and 


uncle?” said Mr. Rabbit kindly. 
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“No, no!” sniffed Mrs. Rabbit. ‘‘Air- 
planes and streamlined busses go too fast!” 

“Oh, Mother! Why don’t you take a 
ride on a railroad train?” exclaimed 
Miggsy. ‘When I grow up I am going 
to be an engineer.” 

“No, I'll be the engineer. You may be 
the conductor!” exclaimed another rabbit. 

“And I shall be the porter and carry the 
passengers’ baggage,” spoke ‘up Biggsy 
from his corner. 

Mr. Rabbit laughed at the little rabbits’ 
talk, but Mrs. Rabbit only shook her head. 

“We might plan a boat trip for you,” 
said Mr. Rabbit. “I saw Captain Jack 
Rabbit’s new sailboat down by the shore 
of the lake this morning.” 
“Oh! I am afraid of the water. I can’t 
swim,” exclaimed Mrs. Rabbit. 
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“PL tell you where you can go, Mother,” 







exclaimed Miggsy excitedly, “You can go 
to the circus! [ll go with you. We can 


go in the great big tent and see elephants 






with their long trunks and camels with 





humps on their backs. We may see some 






kangaroos and lions, too.” 





“PIL go, too,” shouted Biggsy. “I want 
to see the clowns in their funny suits and 
monkeys doing tricks in their cages. And 
maybe there will be some trained seals 
bouncing balls with their flippers.” 

“I want to go, too!” spoke up another 
little rabbit. “I want to hear the drums 
in the band go ‘Boom-boom-boom’ and 
the horns go ‘“Toot-toot’. ” ۱ 

Mr. Rabbit smiled and said, “A trip to 
the circus would be very nice for you 
little rabbits, but it wouldn’t be a very 
good vacation for your mother, would it?” 

The little rabbits hung their heads. 

“Why don’t you go over to Animaltown 
to see your sister, Mrs. Gayrabbit?” asked 
Mr. Rabbit. “Pll telephone to see if Bill 
Bobtail can take you in his new cart.” 

“Very well,” sniffed Mother. “Pl go.” 
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“Oh, look!” cried Mr. Rabbit. “There 
goes Bill Bobtail now! He is driving his 
new cart to market. Pll go right over 
and see if he can take you.” 

He hopped out of the door, and they all 
watched him go. - Mrs. Rabbit, still sniffing 

ih big sniffs, looked very unhappy. 
f ۳ Pretty soon Mr. Rabbit came hopping 
«back. ‘Bill will take you to Animaltown,” 


he said. ‘“He’s coming for you this 





afternoon!” 
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Mrs. Rabbit Packs Her Bag 
“Then I must hurry,” sniffed Mrs. 

Rabbit. “I must bake a cake and pack 

my bag.” ۱ ۱ 

“We will all help,” said Mr. Rabbit, 
putting on the blue apron. 

While Mother baked the cake, the others 
made beds and cleaned the floor. All the 
time the little rabbits kept wiggling 
their noses. They were thinking sadly, 








““Mother’s going away! Mother’s going 
away!” 
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They were sad, but they tried not to 
show it, that is, all but Biggsy and Miggsy. 
They were so little that they just had to 
cry. But they hopped out into the yard so 


-that their mother would not hear them. 


All this time Mother Rabbit was 
thinking, “Perhaps it will be nice to have 
a vacation. I think I shall stay a month.” 

After dinner Mother Rabbit hurried up 
to her bedroom. Very soon she came down 
wearing her green dress and her new 
Easter hat with red flowers all over it. 

Mr. Rabbit carried her bag down for her. 
He put it under the kitchen table so that 
the little rabbits would not fall over it. 

They all sat in the kitchen waiting for 
Bill Bobtail. No one looked very happy— 
not even Mother. 
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Soon they heard the rattle of a cart. 


| Along the road came Bill Bobtail in his 
es little cart. “Oh, here he is! Here he l 
is! Good-bye, Mother!” shouted the little ۳ 


rabbits, waving their paws. 


SS  * 








“Oh, don’t you wish it were a trailer 
so that we could all go along?” whispered 
Miggsy to Biggsy. 99 

“You get right in,” said Mr. Rabbit 
politely as he helped Mrs. Rabbit into the 
cart. 

“Good-bye, Mother. Good-bye!” called 
Biggsy, Miggsy, and the other rabbits. 

Mother Rabbit waved her handkerchief | 
and nodded her head until the flowers on 
her straw hat bobbed up and down. She 
shouted, “Good-bye ! Good-bye ! Good-bye!” 

Bill Bobtail started his horse, and they 
were soon on the way to Animaltown. 

The little rabbits and Mr. Rabbit went 
back into the house. Oh, how lonely it 
seemed without Mother! There were the 
stove, the table, and the chairs, all just 


the same. But there was no mother. 
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The little rabbits began to sniff. Miggsy 


and Biggsy got under the kitchen table. 


That was their favourite place for crying. 
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Mrs. Rabbit Forgets Her Bag 
Suddenly, Biggsy and Miggsy shouted 


at the same time, ‘“Here’s Mother’s bag 
under the table! Mother’s forgotten it!” 

All the rest of them looked. And sure 
enough, there was the bag. 

“Why, she will need that,” Mr. Rabbit 
said. “We must run after her with it.” 

So he took the bag in his paws and 
started to hop along the road to 
Animaltown. He took great long -hops 
that knocked off his hat and made his 


coattails fly after him in the wind. 


Then all the little rabbits started after 
him—hoppety-hop, hoppety-hop. 

Father Rabbit was the biggest, so he 
could hop the fastest. Soon he saw Bill 


Bobtail’s cart around a turn in the road. 
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“Hi there, stop!” he called. “Mother’s‏ ^„ و 
forgotten her bag!”‏ ' ۷1 

| Then all the little rabbits shouted, “Hi 
there, stop! Mother’s forgotten her bag! 


Mother’s forgotten her bag!” 
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Bill Bobtail and Mother Rabbit heard 
them and looked around. There was Mrs. 
Rabbit’s family hopping up the road in 
great long hops. 

Mr. Rabbit, still wearing the same blue 
apron, waved the bag at Mother Rabbit. 

Soon he reached the cart. 

“Here’s your bag, my dear,” he panted. 
He had hopped so fast that he could hardly 
talk. ۱ 

“How stupid of me to forget my bag! 
I had not even missed it!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Rabbit. “Oh, I am so glad to see you! 
And here come all the children hopping 
along behind you! How are you, my dears? 
Do you know, when I saw you I was so 
glad! I thought that you were all coming, 
too!” 
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“Oh, no, Mother, you need a vacation 
from us,” said the little rabbits sadly. 
à Yes, you need a rest,” nodded Mr. 
۲ ۲ Rabbit. 
: “Well, not a very long one,” said Mrs. 
Rabbit. “I feel rested already. I'll be 
back to-night.”’ 
And she came back that very same night! 


=e 








28 





The Quarrelsome Hens 


Once upon a time, there were three hens 
who lived in a barnyard—a red hen, a 
black hen, and a speckled hen. 


Now every day, as surely as the sun 
came up in the sky, two of these hens 


would b 
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“I am by far the prettiest hen in the 
barnyard!” clucked the red hen to the 
black hen. “You are too black, and the 
speckled hen is too speckly.” 

“No, I am the prettiest,” said the black 
hen, turning her head tọ one side. “You 
are too red, and the speckled hen is too 
speckly.” 

The speckled hen listened but said 
nothing. She just went quietly about her 
work, scratching for worms. 

Every day these two hens quarreled, 
until one evening a wise old owl became 
tired of listening to them. He perched 


himself on a branch of an oak tree near by. 


30 


‘‘W-hoo! W-hoo! W-hoo! Ill tell you 


what to do-o-0!”’ he called from his favourite © 


perch in the tree. 

Everyone in the barnyard stopped to 
listen. Then the owl said, “I want you 
two quarreling hens and the speckled hen 
to start off on a journey to-morroy. You 
must go up the hill and down the hill 
before evening. Then I shall tell you who 
is the prettiest hen of all.” 

Early the next morning the three hens 
started on the journey. 

They had not gone very far when they 
came to a most beautiful butterfly. It was 
beating its wings against a spider’s web 
in which it was caught. 

“Oh, save me, kind friends!” said the 
butterfly. ‘Help me out of this spider’s 
web. I am so unhappy here.” 
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But the two quarrelsome hens only shook 
their heads and hurried on, exclaiming, 
“We haven’t time to get you out of a 
spider’s web. We must journey up the 
hill and down the hill and get back to the 
barnyard before evening. Then the owl 
will tell us who is the prettiest hen of all.” 
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Helping the Butterfly 


But the speckled hen stayed behind. 

Gently, very gently, she pecked at the 
spider’s web until at last the butterfly 
flew away. Then she journeyed on alone. 

After a while she saw a baby bird 
hopping along the bank of a river. 

“Oh please!” said the baby bird, 
“I hope you will help me get back to my 
nest. Your wings are stronger than mine.” 

The red hen and the black hen had 
already seen the baby bird, but they would 
not stop to help it. 

Although the speckled hen was in a 
hurry, too, she replied very quickly, “Oh, 
yes, I will try to help you.” And gently, 
very gently, she helped the little bird get 
back to its nest. 
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By this time the red hen and the black 
hen were going down the hill. At the 
side of the road they heard a frog calling 
from a hole into which he had fallen, 
‘““Chug-a-rug! Chug-a-rug! Chug-a-rug!”’ 

“Oh please, kind friends,” called the 
poor frog, “help me out of this hole! I 
have been in here for days, and am thirsty 
for some water from the cool pond near by.” 

But the red hen and the black hen would 
not stop to listen. They hurried on their 
way, exclaiming, “We haven’t time to help 
you! We must be back this evening in 
time to hear who is the prettiest hen in 
the barnyard.” | 

So the poor thirsty frog was left until 
the speckled hen came along. When she 
heard of his trouble she flew down into 
the hole. 
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Helping the Frog 
“Hop upon my back,” she said kindly. 


“I will get you out all right.” 

The frog hopped on her back, and the 
hen flew out of the hole. She never left 
him until she had placed him gently upon 
a cool lily pad which was floating on the 





After the red hen and the black hen left 
the poor thirsty frog in the hole, they 
went on. They quarreled all the way. 

“I know I’m the prettiest hen in the 
barnyard,” clucked the red hen proudly. 
“Look at me! No other hen has such 
beautiful feathers as mine!” 

In her heart the black hen knew that 
the red hen’s feathers were prettier than 
hers. But she said, “Well, you just wait 
until you hear what the wise old owl says 
this evening. I’ve heard that black is his 
favourite colour.” 

The red hen did not مد‎ what to say 
to that. She just put her head up in the 
air and said nothing. 

As they went along they saw a turtle by 


the roadside, wiggling his feet in the air. 
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“Oh! please help me to get back on my 
feet again!” the turtle cried. “Some 
thoughtless boys turned me on my back 
and ran away.” 

“We haven’t time to turn you back on 
your feet,” said the black hen. 
` “No, we haven’t time,” said the red hen. 
“We must journey up the hill and down 
the hill and get back to the barnyard 
before evening. Then we shall learn who 
is the prettiest hen of all.” 

The quarrelsome hens left the poor 
turtle on his back, wiggling his legs in 
the air. | 

The turtle lay on his back looking up at 
the sky. He had been on his back since 
early morning and was very hungry and 
thirsty. All he had eaten all day was one 
little bug. 
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He was just about ready to give up when 
suddenly he heard a scratching noise in 
the leaves. 

“Who is coming?” he called. 

“It is I, the speckled hen,” answered 
the hen. “What is the matter with you? 
Why are you on your back?” 

“Oh, some thoughtless boys turned me 
on my back and ran away,” he said. “Two 
hens went by a while ago, but they had 


۷ 
no time to listen to me.” .- 
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Helping the Turtle 
“I will help you,” said the speckled hen 
kindly. ۱ 
She put her head under one side of the 
turtle’s shell and turned him over. Soon 
he could use his feet as well as ever. 
“Thank you,” said the turtle. ‘You are 


a very kind hen.” 





The moon was just coming up in the sky 
when the red hen, followed by the black 
hen, came running toward the barnyard. 
. The wise old owl was sitting on his 
favourite perch. ‘W-hoo!” he called. 
Then he counted the hens. “What has 
become of the speckled hen?” he asked. 

“We left her far behind,” replied the 
two quarrelsome hens. “She is too slow. 
And besides, she’s far too speckly to be 
beautiful. So tell us quickly which one of 
us is the prettier.” | 

Their hearts beat fast with excitement 
as they stood waiting for the owl’s answer. 
_ The wise old owl slowly shook his head. 

“I sent three of you on the journey, and 
three of you must come back,” he said. 
“It is only fair that we wait for the speckled 
hen to come back before I tell you.” 
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Soon the speckled hen came down the 





road in the bright moonlight. _ . 
“You slow old thing!” grumbled the red | 
hen. “Why did you keep us waiting so ۱ 
long? You are slower than a snail!” A 
“Yes,” spoke up the black hen, “what 
have you been doing?” ۱ a 
The wise old owl looked up at the moon " 
for a minute. Then he looked down at 


the three hens standing under the tree. 
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Who Is the Prettiest Hen? 
“Listen,” he called. “This morning I 
sent three hens on a journey. The red 
hen and the black hen did not stop to help 
anyone in trouble. But the speckled hen 


`.  gtopped to help a butterfly out of a spider’s 


web. She carried a baby bird back to its 
nest. She helped a poor thirsty frog, and 
turned a turtle back on to his feet.” 


“How do you know this?” asked the red 


hen. 

“Oh, I am a wise old owl, and I have a 
way of finding out such things,” answered 
the owl quietly. ۱ 

“So,” the owl went on, “because of the 
kind heart that beats under her feathers, 
I have decided that the little speckled hen 
is the prettiest hen of all.” 
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The wise old owl flew away from his 
"WY perch in the tree. .با‎ | 
pit The red hen and the black hen hung 
their heads and walked slowly, very slowly, 
into the barnyard. They kept repeating, 
“The kind heart that beats under her 
feathers! The kind heart that beats under i 
her feathers! So that is what makes a p 
pretty hen!” 
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The Wise Woodchuck 


Ce Once upon a time, snow covered the 








earth for many months in the year. The 





days were short, and the nights were long 
and dark. Because of the cold, Indians 
hunted the animals. They needed the 
animals’ skins to make warm clothing 
and to cover the poles that they had stuck 


in the ground for their wigwams. 





About this time Brunny Bear called a 
meeting of some of the wild animals of 
those long-ago days. He invited the rabbit, 
_ the raccoon, the fox, the squirrel, the deer, 

and the woodchuck. 

When they were seated in the meeting, 
the bear said, “Listen my Brothers, large 
and small. The winter is long and cold, 
and the Indians need our fur to keep warm. 
If they keep hunting us, we shall soon be 
gone from the earth. 

“Now listen to my plan. If the weather 
were terribly cold all the year, the Indian 
hunters could not live. Let us agree, then, 
that the winter shall be so long and so 
cold that only the animals will be able to 
live. There shall be neither spring nor 
summer upon this earth. Winter shall 
last all the year.” 
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fine,” said the raccoon to ۳ 
the fox. “I agree with everything the 
bear says.” The raccoon had a very warm in, 
coat of fur so he did not mind the cold. uy ۷ 
The rabbit did not mind the cold because S l 
_ he, too, had a warm coat. So he said to ۳ 
the raccoon, “I agree with everything the 4 4 
bear says, Mr. Raccoon.” And he nodded 
ر‎ his head very wisely. 
8 “I agree, too, Mr. Coon,” spoke up the 
oS deer, shaking his antlers. 


“Caw! Caw!” agreed a crow that was 
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flying overhead. 
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“Good! Fine! There shall be no end to 
the winter. Then in a little while there 
will be no Indian hunters on the earth,” © 
said the fox. The fox agreed to have more 
winter because he liked to walk in snow. 

Just then a small animal with a bushy 
tail and a soft fur coat stood up in the 
meeting. It was the squirrel. 

“Tf all the year is cold,” chattered the 
squirrel, “there will be no nuts on the 
trees. Of what use will my fur coat be to 
me if I can find nothing to eat?” 

This was something to think about. 
Some of the animals ate grass and the 
bark of the forest trees. The bear ate 
honey from the wild beeg’ hives in hollow 
trees. If the year were one long winter, 


these animals would have no food. 
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The Woodchuck Arrives 


` This was all true—they would have no 
ood! All of the animals except the squirrel 
ad forgotten about their food. What 


should be done? 


dust then a small brown animal with 





little black eyes arrived at the meeting. 


his was the woodchuck. 
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“I have a plan, Brothers,” said the 
woodchuck quietly. “There are many 
warm hiding places in caves and in hollow 
trees. There are plenty of holes in the 
earth where we could sleep. All of us, 
big and little, could crawl into these dark 
hiding places and sleep until the winter 
is over. 

“When spring comes and the Indian 
hunters change their fur clothes for 
summer clothes, we could come out from 
our hiding places and live in the forest. 
So let the winter be short and the summer 
long. Then all of us will have plenty to 
eat.” ۱ | 

Up to this time, no one had thought the 
woodchuck knew very much. But now all 
six of the animals called him “that wise 
woodchuck.” 
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So the meeting ended. All the animals 
found places in the forest in which to 
curl up and go to sleep until the winter 
( was over. ۱ 
E But the woodchuck did not sleep very 
~ soundly. Although he found a warm bed 
Z in a hollow log, he slept with one eye 
open. Toward the end of winter he went 
outside to find out what the weather was 
like. 
ois 4, He looked up at the sky and saw the 
MAS A / sun. “Oh, see the bright sun! The winter 


must be over,” he thought. 


fi 1 / mh "A 
War hid ۳۷ ‘Ze 





M 1/۳ 


put 7 

















ig eae BZ 
1 


0 P ti cf ie 7 


tly 
N 





Bet: as be walked around, h 
shadow on the snow. “Oh, look at my 


۱۹ 


shadow!” he exclaimed. “The sun is 
shining brightly in the sky, but there is 
still snow on the earth. Winter is not 
yet over.” 

Then he went back to sleep a little 
longer. He knew that if he could see his 
shadow on the snow, it was not yet time 
for the rest of the animals to wake up 
and come out of their caves and hollow 


trees. 


51 








So ever since those long-ago Indian days, 
the woodchuck has come out of his hole 


near the end of every winter to look for 


his shadow. ۱ 

Some people believe that if he sees his 
shadow on the snow at this time, there 
will be six more weeks of winter. And to 
this day, an Indian will tell you that the 
woodchuck is the animal that knows. the 


most about the weather. 
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The Cat Who Kept Hallowe’en 


Tom Prowler, the street cat, had been 


looking for a home ever since summer. 
He had not always been a street cat. 
When he was a kitten he had lived in a 
happy home. But when the family went 
away for the summer, they left poor Tom 
to take care of himself. He prowled 
morning and evening, up and down the 
streets. That is why people called him 


Tom Prowler. 
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He had been prowling every week-day 


` and Sunday looking for an open back door. 


Now it was fall with cold nights, and 
Tom Prowler seemed no nearer to finding 
a home than he had been a month ago. 7 

He followed the milkman to drink the 
drops of milk that he left. But if the 
milkman saw Tom Prowler, “Scat! Scat!” 
Tom Prowler would hear. And that was 
the last of his breakfast. If Tom waited 
outside of a house for the door to open | 
at suppertime, “Scat! Scat!” he would. 
hear. And that was the end of Tom’s 
supper. If Tom sat down on the street 
corner in the evening to sing in the 
moonlight, “Scat! Scat!” he would hear 
again. Along would come a policeman, 
and that was the end of Tom Prowler’s 


singing. 
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Tom was a house cat. In his warm 
heart he was friendly to everyone. So of 
course he was sad. “How am I ever going 
to live out of doors when the snow and 
ice come?” he thought. 

““Tippety-tip-tip”, went Tom along the 
back fences, waving his tail. He tried to 
tell the children who were playing in the 
leaves how much he would like to play 
with them. He looked in kitchen windows 
_and tried to tell the cooks how long it 
was since he had had a warm supper. He 
followed the children to school and purred 
to tell them that he wanted a home. But 
nobody, so far, had wanted Tom Prowler. 
He would have known why nobody wanted | 
him if he could have looked in a mirror. 
| Tom kept prowling for a long time. Then 


it was Hallowe’en time. 
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Witches on Broomsticks 


One dark night Tom was sitting under 
an electric light on the curb. He was 
feeling thirsty, hungry, and cold. Along 
came the policeman, and Tom hurried 
away so fast that he was nearly run over 
by a car. He went on until he came to 
a brightly lighted house. It looked as if 
it might be a warm, cheerful home. 

Tom Prowler did not know it, but a 
little girl in that house was giving a 
Hallowe’en party. The living room was 
decorated with black witches riding on 
broomsticks. Two great paper owls sat 


on a table near a witch’s broomstick. 
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The large table had been moved over 
by the window to make room for the 
۱ children to play. On it were glasses of 
milk, apples, bananas, cookies, marsh- 
mallows, and a large coconut cake. _ 
In the middle of the room some apples 
were floating around in a tub of water. 
The children laughed and shouted as they 
kept bobbing for the apples. Over the 
tub hung a pumpkin jack-o’-lantern. In 
one corner of the room there was a doll 
dressed as a witch, riding on a toy broom. 


The window was open just a little way. 
58 
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Tom Prowler jumped up and looked in 
the open window. Oh, how bright and 
cheerful everything looked! There was the 
moon hanging over the tub of water. Then 
Tom’s heart stood still! There was a witch 
riding on a broomstick ready to drive 
away a hungry cat! There were the 
children who never petted him when he 
followed them to school! 

Tom was ready to run for his life when 
he saw the glasses of milk. There was 
more milk than a cat could drink in a 
week! He put one long paw inside the 
window and reached around a glass of 
milk. ۱ | 

“The only thing we need to make this 
a real Hallowe’en party is a black cat,” 
said Molly, the little girl who was giving © 
the party. 
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Tom Prowler at the Party 


“Oh-o-o-o!” she screamed, as she pulled 
Tom into the house by his paw. “Here 
he is now! He has come to help us keep 
Hallowe’en !” | 

The rest of the children stopped 
bobbing for apples and crowded around 
Molly. She stood Tom down on the floor 
and smoothed his fur the right way. 


‘Have some milk, Kitty,” said one of 









the boys, as he offered Tom some milk. ۱ ; ۱ 


Î Tom purred and thought it was too 4 
J | eo Or 





“We need a cat,” said Molly, ‘because 
there are mice in the kitchen. I shall 
keep him. Pm sure nobody owns him.” 

Tom quickly finished drinking the 
milk. He purred and purred and chased 
his tail around and around. Then he sat 
down quietly in front of the fire and 
began to wash his face with his paws. 
Poor Tom Prowler! He had not felt like 


washing his face since last summer! 
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The children kept on bobbing for 


apples. Then came the time for roasting 


marshmallows. The children came over to 
the fireplace to roast their marshmallows. 

Tom stopped washing his face and 
looked up at his new friends. He purred 


happy, rumbling purrs. 


Oh, how the children laughed! “Look 


at Pussy’s white face!” they exclaimed. 


“He’s not black! He’s white!” 

“JT don’t mind if he is not a black cat,” 

spoke up Molly. ‘He was as black as a 

witch when he came to our party.” 
Tom’s face was white now—round, clean, 

and white. “Children are sometimes 

stupid,” thought Tom. ‘But if it pleased 


them to think I was a black cat, I don’t 


mind. They needed a black cat for their 


` Hallowe’ en party anyway. 


62 





VM ets a 
ِ e 
2 


ay 


i ۱ I H (G 0 بر‎ 


وی وس[ کح 
a S Ean It Se‏ = 
سیک Se‏ =< 7 .~~ . 
کا چ -~ Se‏ < 


SOTE 
ج‎ 
SERS: 

3 


AA 


CTE 
SD 
dd 
IT hei 





Welcome House 






Once upon a time, a selfish old woman 
lived in a little hut near a forest. 
Nobody liked her and she liked nobody. 
Although there was plenty of wood in 
her kitchen, she never enjoyed a big 
roaring fire. She would put on a little 
stick and grumble to herself, “Why 
should I carry sticks from the forest and 





build a fire for someone else to enjoy? 
Not I1!” 
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Of course no one had ever dreamed of 
stopping at the hut where such a selfish 
old woman lived. tied 

She never enjoyed her supper because 
she was always afraid that company 
would come to. the door while she was 
eating. The minute she heard a noise 
outside, she would look through the 
kitchen window. If she saw anyone 
coming up the path, she would run and 
hide her supper behind the kettle on the 
stove. Then she would go back to her 
chair saying, “No company for me!” 

And no company came—that is, not for 
a long time. Then a very strange thing 
happened. It happened on a snowy 
Friday afternoon, the very day before 
Christmas. 
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The old woman looked through the 
window. When she saw the snow falling, 
= she said, “I will put on a pair of rubber 
| boots and my warm shawl and go to the 
store for a sack of corn. More than likely 
I shall have to stay 
















in my house for 





Company Comes to the Hut 

The selfish old woman put on her rubber 
boots and her warm shawl. After she had 
put out the fire, she banged the door and 
locked it. But the funny part was, that 
with all her care, she left the key in the 
lock of the door. That was a joke on the 
selfish old woman. A key in the lock in 
that land meant that tired, cold travellers 
were welcome to go in. 

While she was gone, there came to the 
hut three travellers with a dog pulling a 
sled. On the sled was a pile of Christmas 
evergreens. 

One of the three was a lady with a 
merry laugh. Another was a little girl 
with curly hair peeping from under her 


furry hat. 
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The other was a little boy with rosy 
cheeks, who trotted on ahead of the others 1 
like a frisky pony. Soon he called to / | 
them, “Nobody is at home, but there’s a 
key in the lock.” 


“A key in the lock. means we're 








welcome! ” exclaimed the lady. “And we 


are going in. I want to get warm.” 





“What if there is no fire?” asked 
Mary Anne, the little girl. 

“We'll build one,” said the lady. 

‘The little boy turned the key and they 
all went into the hut. Very soon a 
roaring fire was burning in the stove, 
and they were laughing at the fun they 
were having. 

“Let's eat our rosy apples!” cried the 
little girl. | 

“Lets eat our cookies!” shouted the 
little boy. 

“Listen!” said the lady as she looked 
around. “Lets put the kettle on and 
make some hot cocoa first. There’s a can 
of cocoa out on the sled.” 

The little boy and the little girl jumped 
and danced around the room while the 


` dog ran barking after them. 
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The kettle began to sing, and soon 
everything was ready. They sat around 
the table beside the fire. : 

The lady said, “The cocoa will warm 
us through and through. So we'll eat 
only a cooky apiece and leave the rest of 
them for the kind people who left the 
key in the lock. But Skippy shall have 


two cookies because he doesn’t drink 


cocoa. How about that, Skippy?” 
“Bow-wow!” barked Skippy, wagging 

his tail as he caught the cookies the boy 

threw to him. 





Let’s leave the kind people our rosy 
` apples,” said the little girl. The little 
` boy shouted, “Yes, let's!” And the lady 
said, “That’s a fine idea!” | 
“Good-bye, little house by the woods!’ > 
cried the children. “And a Merry 
Christmas to you and to all who live here!” 
“Oh-oh!” said the little girl suddenly, 
as a happy thought came to her. She 
looked so happy that the little boy asked, 
“Whats the matter? You look like 
Christmas morning already.” 
The little girl laughed and said, “Oh 
Freddie, let’s decorate the house!” 
“With our greens?” asked the little boy. 
“Of course!” replied the lady. 
“But there are greens all about,” said 
` the little boy, waving his hand toward 
` the forest. 


70 





Decorating the House 
“That is true,” replied the lady. 


“There are many evergreens in the 
forest. But, you know, some people don’t 
-see the things that are all about them.” 
So they quickly started to decorate the 
` room. They made wreaths for the four | 
little windows. | 

“I will hang the wreaths in the 
windows,” said Freddie. 

“We need a wreath for the door, too,” 
said Mary Anne. So she made a wreath 
to hang on the outside of the door. 

Before long the little room was all 
decorated with Christmas evergreens. | 

“Wont the kind people who live here — 


be surprised when they come back!” 


| exclaimed the children. 1 
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Before ۳ left the little hut, they en 
found a piece of cardboard. Freddie 7 
wrote in big letters on the cardboard, ®™S 








MERRY CHRISTMAS 





g 
۱ 





f and put it up over the fireplace. They 





_ placed the rosy apples and the cookies 
` on the table. They filled the kettle with © 


water and laid some more sticks of 


set: 
Pete 


wood on the fire. Then they went away. 
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The Old Woman Comes Home 


Not long after that, the old woman 
came tramping home with the sack of. 
corn on her shoulder. She was cold and 
tired and hungry, and she had a strange 
feeling in her heart. She had felt it first 
when the storekeeper had wished her 
“Merry Christmas!” Then she had felt 
it again when she saw _ happy-hearted 
people hurrying along the road. 

When she saw the key in the lock and 
the wreath on the door, she was surprised. 
She could hardly believe her eyes when she 
saw the rosy apples and the cookies and 
the cocoa. When she saw the cardboard 
with “MERRY CHRISTMAS” on it, she 
dropped into the nearest chair and began 
to cry. 
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After a while she stopped crying and 1 
- began to laugh. Then her face began to 

shine. Best of all, the strange feeling had 
left her heart. She felt happy and warm. 

Suddenly she got up and took down the 
“MERRY CHRISTMAS” from over the 
fireplace. On the other side of the 
cardboard she wrote “WELCOME” in the 
biggest letters she could make. Then she 
went outside and hung the cardboard | 
over the wreath on her door. 

The next day was Christmas Day. The 
old woman was up bright and early. 
The wind had stopped blowing, but the 
snow was piled high in every hollow. 
J ust as the old woman was ready to sit 
down to breakfast, there was a knock on 
the door. 
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The Welcome Traveller 
She opened the door. There stood a 


‘traveller with long white hair. He was 
old, but his cheeks were rosy and his 
eyes were as blue as the sky. 

“I saw your sign on the door,” said he. 
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“Come in,” said the old woman with a 
smile. “Little i have I to offer you, but 
you are welcome to all I have.” 

“It is not what one gives, my friend, 
but the way in which it is given,” replied 
_ the traveller, and he went into the hut. 

They sat down and enjoyed eating the 
corn bread and the rosy apples. When 
the traveller had gone, the old woman 
wondered who he was. 

“I will run and ask him his name,” 
she said, as she put on her shawl. But 
when she opened the door he had 
disappeared. ` “No matter,” said she. “It 
was nice to have company.” 

And ever after that, the little hut was 
called “Welcome House,” and the little 
old woman who lived there was no longer 


selfish, but bright and smiling and happy. 
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The Runaway Christmas Trees 


Gretchen was a little goose girl. She 
lived near the woods in a little house 
_ shaped like a muffin. 

Gretchen looked like a muffin herself, 
except that she vas pretty and had long 
yellow hair. She could think of only one 
- thing at a time. 

And to be able to think of only one 
thing at a time is not at all like a muffin. 
Is it? | 
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` All summer long Gretchen took care of 1 
geese. People came out to see her and - 
gave her presents of rosy apples and little | 
cakes with sugar icing. 

But in winter the geese were all sold, 
except the six that were Gretchen’s own. 
They lived with her for company in the 
little house shaped like a muffin. People 
forgot about Gretchen in the winter time. 

“Pve never had a Christmas,” Gretchen 
said to the geese one snowy day. “But 
this year I've decided I'll give myself 
one!” 

“Will you?” asked all the geese at once. 

“Yes,” said Gretchen happily. “I have 
no money, so I’m going into the village 
and trade you for all the Christmas 
things I can see.” 
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Gretchen Starts Out 
“Oh!” said the geese, looking very 
unhappy. But Gretchen did not even 
notice that she had hurt their feelings. 
She could think of only one thing at a 


time, and she was especially proud of the 


idea of trading her geese for Christmas 
things. 

She tied a red handkerchief around her 
head and put on her high boots and a big 
blue shawl. Then she began to drive her 


geese along the river road to the village. 





The big white gander was so angry 
that he walked along with his head high 
in the air. But Gretchen did not even 
notice that he was angry. 

When they came to the village it was 
snowing. The people were running about 
` carrying packages. Gretchen felt more 
excited than ever. She traded one goose 
for a turkey. She traded another for a 
big curly-haired doll and another to the 
candy man for marshmallows and lollipops. 
She traded one for a Christmas cake and 
some little cookies shaped like Christmas 
| bells. And one fine goose went for funny 
toys and glass balls to decorate the tree. 

All Gretchen’s geese were gone now 
except one—the big white gander. She 
was saving him for the last, to trade for 


a Christmas tree. 
80 











In the Market Square 
All the green and beautiful Christmas 


| trees were piled high in the market square 

ready to be sold. Gretchen danced around 
them gaily. But the Christmas-tree man 
. told her they were not to be sold until 1 
| the next day. | ۱ 
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“Leave your gander with me,” said the 
man, “and get your tree in the morning.” 
So she left her gander with the Christmas- 


Stree man. 
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Now the gander had thought that at 
the last minute Gretchen surely could not 
give him up. Was he not her favourite 
gander? So when she really left him, he 
was very angry. But Gretchen did not 
| even notice that the gander was angry. 
She was hurrying down the street with 
` her boxes and packages. 

“Hurrah!” cried Gretchen in a merry 
voice. “What fun [ll have this 
` Christmas!” 

She danced back along the river road 
thinking about her Christmas plans. She 
would decorate the tree and put the 
presents around it. Then she would light 
up all the candles and call the geese in 
` to see the tree. Suddenly, for the first 
time, she remembered—and stood very 
still. The geese would not be there! 
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Gretchen Begins to Cry 


Gretchen felt terribly unhappy. She let 
her packages fall and sat right down in 
the middle of the road. “But Christmas 


won’t be any fun by myself!” she said. 
And she began to cry. 
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Suddenly she picked up all the packages i 
and ran back to the market square. 

“I don’t want this doll,” Gretchen said 
to the man in the toyshop. “I want my 
` goose back!” 

But the man was too busy to bother 
with Gretchen. 

“I don’t want these lollipops or these 
marshmallows,” cried Gretchen to the man 
in the candy store. “I want my goose!” 
Because it was the day before Christmas, 
the storekeepers were all too busy to 
bother with trading back. Some of them 
would not even listen to Gretchen. 

She walked slowly home. Since she 
could think of only one thing at a time, 
she could not think any more about 
Christmas. She could think only about 


her poor geese, each one alone somewhere. 
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The big white gander had been tied to a 
pile of wood near the tall Christmas trees. 

That night after everyone was in bed 
and the lights in the square were out, the 
gander was still very angry with Gretchen. 
How he wished the man had traded him 
back! It was no fun to be angry if Gretchen 
did not know it. 

Then he had a wonderful idea. “If the 
Christmas trees were to disappear, the 
man would have to give me back to 
Gretchen!” he thought. 

“Hello!” he called to the Christmas 
trees. “What fun it would be if you all 
ran away and hid!” 

“We can’t,” said the trees. “We haven’t 
any feet. We can’t run without feet!” 

“Oh, but you can make some feet out 
of this wood,” said the gander. 
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The Trees Run Away 


The trees looked at one another. “Let’s 
do it!” they said. And soon each one had 
made two wooden feet. They hopped up 
and down and laughed at their new feet. 
Then they all ran away in a long line, 
one behind the other. 

The snow kept falling, and the wind kept 
blowing. Soon their tracks were all covered 


up by the snow. 





The next morning was the day before 
Christmas. People hurried out to buy their- 
Christmas trees. But what a surprise! 
There were no trees to be bought! Only 
the big white gander was left in the market 
square. He was still angry. 

It was dreadful! The little girls and 
boys cried, and the mothers and fathers 
shook their heads. But nobody could find 
the trees. yoa 

They looked in the stores, and they 
looked behind the houses. They looked 
everywhere in the village. But the 
runaway trees were nowhere to be seen. 

The people looked in pastures and over 
hills and down the river. And still they 
could not find one Christmas tree. Every- 
one looked and looked until he was all 
tired out. 
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Finally the fathers and mothers said 
sadly, “If there are no Christmas trees to © 
be bought, we shall have to have Christmas 
without them.” nR 
“Oh no!” cried the children. “No, no!” 

By this time the big white gander was 
feeling very sorry about the trees. 

“Pll ask Gretchen to look. She always 
finds the lost geese, you know,” he said. 

“Yes, run and ask her,” said everybody. 

“Maybe she won’t look,” said the gander, 
` “because the storekeepers wouldn’t give 
her back her geese, you know.” 

“If she will only find the trees, she 
may have her geese back and keep all the 
Christmas things, too,’ said the store- 
7 keepers hopefully. 

The big white gander hurried off to the 
little house shaped like a muffin. 


88 





4 
$ 
f 
4 
$ 
i 
i 
$ 





Gretchen was sitting by the fireside» 
crying as if her heart would break. 


But she stopped crying as soon as she 
_ saw the big white gander. 


۱ “Why, Gander Goose!” she exclaimed. 
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` The gander hung his head. “I was 


۱ terribly angry with you,” he said. “And | 


` I told the Christmas trees to run away. 
They have gone, and nobody can find them. 
_If you can find them, the storekeepers will 
give you back all your geese.” 

“Oh, then of course I'll try!” said 


Gretchen, as she put on her high boots 


and her big blue shawl. 
First they went to a rabbit they knew. 
“All the Christmas trees ran away last 
night,” said Gretchen. “Did you see 


them?”’ 


` “I didn’t,” said the rabbit, “but perhaps. 


the deer saw them.” 

The deer was down by the brook. “I 
don’t know,” said the deer, “but I am sure 
the reindeer will know. Reindeer always 
know everything about Christmas.” 
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They Meet the Reindeer 


Gretchen and the gander walked a long 
way before they found the reindeer. 

“Did you see the runaway Christmas 
trees?” questioned Gretchen. 

“Tm dreadfully sorry,” said the reindeer, 
“but I really didn’t see them. If you find 
Fuzzy White Bear, perhaps he can tell 


you where the Christmas trees are.” 
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Gretchen and the gander looked at each 
other. They did not really want to ask 
۱ questions of a bear! 

The gander began to think of excuses 
to go home. 

“It’s getting dreadfully cold,” he said. 
‘(Perhaps we should wait until to-morrow.” 

“Well—’” began Gretchen, wanting very 
much to go home, too. Then she looked at 
the gander. “No!” she said. “Remember 
I can think only of one thing at a time. 
So I won’t think I’m afraid. I'll think only 
that the children want their Christmas 
trees.” 

The gander wished Gretchen would 
remember that he could think. of two 
things at a time. But he was sorry about 
the trees, so he shut his bill and went 
bravely along. 
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They Meet Fuzzy White Bear 
They soon found Fuzzy White Bear. He’ 


was a very little bear, the smallest white 


| bear in the forest. 

“The reindeer told us that perhaps you 
have seen the runaway Christmas trees,” 
| said Gretchen. 

“Yes!” answered the little bear, “I saw 


them up on the mountain last night.’ 





The three marched up the mountain. 
| They looked everywhere, but the runaway 
trees were nowhere to be seen. 
` After they had walked a long time, they 
` stopped to rest near a high snow bank. 
Suddenly Gretchen noticed the snow 
bank moving from side to side. 
“Sh-sh!” said Gretchen to the gander. 
“Took at that snow bank! It’s moving!” 
“Sh-sh!” said White Bear laughing. 
“The runaway Christmas trees are hiding 
. under that snow bank.” 
“Oh, Christmas trees, please get up!” 
- called Gretchen. “The children can’t have 
Christmas without you.” 
The runaway trees began to laugh like 
little tinkling bells. They all got up on 
their little wooden feet and shook the 


snow off their branches. 


94 








“ f11 


Marching in a Line 


The runaway trees stood in a long line, 





with Gretchen and the gander and Fuzzy 
White Bear at the head. Then they all 
Á marched down the mountain like soldiers. 
They got back to the market square just 


in time for Christmas Eve. 





“Look! Look!” exclaimed the children, 
as they saw the long line of Christmas 
trees marching into the square. 

“Now we can have a real Christmas,” 
said the mothers and fathers. 

Soon all the Christmas trees were sold. 
Everyone danced and began to ring 
Christmas bells! Ding-a-ling! Ding-a-ling! 
The people began to decorate the Christmas 
trees with gay-coloured glass balls. 

The storekeepers gave the geese back to 
Gretchen with the prettiest Christmas tree 
of all. They gave Fuzzy White Bear a 
bright red bobsled, because he said he 
had always wanted one. 

Gretchen hurried home with her geese 
to the little house shaped like a muffin. 
And they had the merriest Christmas in 
all the world. 


/ 
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The Brownie Who Wanted 
—-, the Moon 


There was once a brownie whose grand- 
father gave him a fine little farm. He 
was the most unhappy little brownie in 
the land. 3 | 
_ Every morning when the other brownies ` 
passed by his house on their way to work, 
they saw him sitting on his doorstep crying. 

He spent so much of his time crying that | 
his farm began to look very neglected. ۱ 
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If you were to guess every day for a 
year you could never guess why this 
brownie was so unhappy. The other 
brownies did not find out for a long time. 

One day when the woodcutter brownie 
was passing by the farm, he heard the 
little brownie complaining to himself, 
“Oh, why didn’t my grandfather give me 
the moon as well as this fine farm?” 

The woodcutter brownie stopped to ask, 
“Why in the world do you cry for the 
moon? Why do you want the moon?” 

“I want the moon because I am fond of 
yellow,” answered the brownie. 

“Well, I am fond of yellow, too,” said 
the other. “Take this sharp hatchet and 
cut some of the branches off the trees in 
your orchard. Then you will be able to 


see the yellow moon better.” 
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The Brownie Gets His Shovel 

Not long after this, a road-building 
brownie passed by the neglected farm of the 
Brownie-Who-Wanted-the-Moon. There he 
was, leaning on his broken gate, looking 
up at the moon. 

“Are you still wishing for the moon? 
Why do you want the moon?” asked the 
road-building brownie. All the brownies 


for miles and miles around knew about” 





“I want the moon because it is so large 


and round,” replied the brownie. 





“I am sorry for you,” said the other. 
“But you can’t reach the moon. Here,” he 
said kindly, because all brownies are kind, 
“I will give you my best shovel. You can 
make a nice soft place on the ground. 
Then you can sit there in the evening 
and look at the moon.” And he gave the 
brownie his shovel. 

That same spring a brownie who had 
a large truck farm rode by. 

There sat the Brownie-Who-Wanted-the- 
Moon by the side of the road in front of 
his neglected little farm. He was still 
crying. 

“Why do you want the moon?” asked 
the other brownie. 

“I want to hold the moon in my hands 
and feel how smooth and round it is,” 
said the Brownie-Who-Wanted-the-Moon. 
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The Pumpkin Seeds 


` The brownie who had a truck farm could 
think of nothing to say in answer to such 
a foolish wish. But he took a handful of 
seeds from his coat pocket. “You may 





have all these seeds for your very own,” 
he said. “I know of nothing that feels 
smoother than the pumpkin seeds I plant 
in the spring.” | 
_ He then gave the brownie some pumpkin 
seeds to plant and went on his way. 
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For a long time after this, no brownies 

bothered to pass by the neglected farm 
_ where the Brownie-Who-Wanted-the-Moon 
| lived. 
Then the fall came. The brownies were 
busier than ever getting ready for winter, 
picking their ripe apples and bringing in 
their corn. 

On one of the coldest fall days, the 
woodcutter brownie heard a bird song. 

“Something must be wrong,” he said. 
“The bird who sings that song is not 
here now.” | 

“The song comes from over there,” 


said another brownie, pointing down the 


` road towards the river. 


“Let’s follow it and find the bird who 
is singing such a cheerful song,” said the 


woodcutter brownie. 
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“Why, that bird is singing back of the 
house where the complaining Brownie- 
‘Who-Wants-the-Moon lives!” exclaimed 
the brownie who owned a truck farm. 
“And look at his farm! It is not neglected 
now. At last he is as good a farmer as 
his grandfather was!” 

“Listen to that song again!” exclaimed 
the woodcutter brownie. 

But what a surprise! It was not a bird. 
It was the Brownie-Who-Wanted-the- 
Moon. He came to meet them, singing a 
cheerful song. 

“Why do you sing?” they asked. 

“Because I have the moon,” he replied. 

Then, because they looked surprised, he 
took them around to his little cornfield. 
“There it is!” he exclaimed. “See! It is 


yellow, smooth, and shaped like a ball!” 
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The Brownie’s Moon 


The brownies winked at each other and 
tried not to laugh. aa 

“I took my shovel and shoveled a nice 
place to sit and watch the moon. One 
night I dropped those pumpkin seeds you 
gave me,” he explained, looking at the 
brownie who had a truck garden. ‘The 
first thing I knew, there was the moon 
in my cornfield! Now it is mine!” 

His moon was a great big yellow 
pumpkin! And it did look like a round 


» yellow moon. 
۱ 


After that, the other brownies always 
called him the Brownie-Who-Has-the- 
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The Lazy Giant 


Once upon a time, so long ago that | 
anything strange might have happened, ۱ 
there was a Lazy Giant. He was the 
strongest of all the giants, but oh, so lazy! 

This Lazy Giant was especially fond of. | 
eating the great loaves of bread which ۱ 
the giant bakers made. Every day he ate ۱ 


twenty loaves of bread for his dinner. | 
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Because he was a Lazy Giant, there 
was one thing he liked to do even better 
than to eat. That was to sleep! He slept 
and slept all day long in the sunshine. 
He never wanted to be bothered with the 
work of the village. This Lazy Giant did 
not mind living by the work of others. 
He was just a Lazy Giant. That was all 
there was to it. 

“What shall we do about the Lazy 
Giant?” the giants asked one another. | 
“We must make him work,” they said. 

The other giants planned many ways to 
make the Lazy Giant work. One morning 
when the plowing and the planting began, 
they did not stop at his house with the 
great loaves of bread. 

“He will get so hungry he will be glad 
to work in the fields,” they chuckled. 
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But the Lazy Giant did not go near the 
fields. When the giants came home, they 
found him sleeping soundly on his doorstep. 
He happened to have some cake left from 
the day before and had eaten that. 

The giants tried to think of other ways 
to make the Lazy Giant work. They 
needed his help in planting and in building 
their Common Hall. This was to be a 
` great stone house for meetings and parties. 

“I know what we can do,” said one. 
“Let us smoke him out of his own house!” 

The next morning they built a fire of 
wet hay in the Lazy Giant’s house. The 
fire smoked and smoked. 

“Now,” they whispered, as they crept 
out of his house, “he will be willing to 
help us build the Common Hall.” 
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But when some of the giants passed by. 
the Lazy Giant’s house that afternoon, 
there he was, sleeping soundly on the 
doorstep. He had spread his large 
handkerchief over his face and had never 
even smelled the smoke. 
By this time the giants were getting 
very angry with the Lazy Giant. Some 
of them wanted to drive him out of the 
village. “He is the strongest giant in 
the land. He should make himself useful 


or leave our village,” they complained. 
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The Clever Giant’s Plan 


When they were about to drive the Lazy 
Giant out of the village, the Clever Giant 
asked, “Will you let me try to make the 
Lazy Giant work?’ 

“Oh, you may try,” they all answered. 
“But it is foolish to think any plan will 
make him work.” Then they went off to 
their work. 

The Clever Giant wandered down the 
road to the Lazy Giant’s house. The Lazy 
Giant was just walking out of the door 
to lie down on his doorstep to sleep. 

“Good morning, my fine fellow,’ said 
the Clever Giant. “I suppose you are on 
your way to plow this morning. I am 
glad you are coming because we have just 


been talking about you.” 
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“Talking about me!” exclaimed the Lazy 
Giant. “What have you been saying?” 

“Oh, some of the giants said that you 
are the strongest giant in the land. I 
didn’t say a word because I have never 
seen you work. You look strong, but it 
can’t be true that you can plow as large 
a field in a day as I can.” 

Although the Lazy Giant was dreadfully 
lazy—strange as it may seem, he was 
also very proud. 

‘Come on over to that field,” he said, 
“and see how fast I can plow.” 

Off he marched and never stopped until 
he came to the field. He plowed all day. 
He did not even stop to eat any of his 
great loaves of bread. By night he had 
plowed more land than ten of the other 
giants together. 
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The First Plan Works 


“Now, my fine fellow,” laughed the Lazy 
Giant, “who do you think can plow the 
faster, you or I?” 

“Oh, you can, to be sure,” nodded the 
Clever Giant. 

“I told you so,” chuckled the Lazy Giant. 
Then he went home and slept soundly the 


rest of the night. 
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All the other giants crowded around the 

Clever Giant to find out how he had made 
the Lazy Giant work so hard. But the 
Clever Giant never said a word. 

“He is the strongest giant in all the 
land,” said one of the giants to the Clever 
Giant. “But I don’t believe you could ever 
make him lift heavy stones. Why, he 
could lift ten times as many stones as 
we can if he would only work.” 
` The next morning the Clever Giant 
wandered down the road just as the Lazy 
Giant was coming out of his house. He 
was still tired from working so hard the 
day before. He had planned to sleep all 
day long in the sunshine. 

“Good morning, my fine fellow,” called 
the Clever Giant. ‘Don’t work too hard 
to-day.” And he started to walk on. 
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` The Second Plan 


Suddenly the Clever Giant turned back 
and said, “The other giants were talking 
about you last night. One of them said 
that you could lift a stone ten times as 
heavy as we could. I know you can plow 
faster than I, but I hardly believe you can 
lift a stone ten times as heavy as I can.” 

` The Lazy Giant thought, “I suppose 
I shall have to carry some heavy stones 
to-day to show him how strong I am.” He 
turned to the Clever Giant and said, 
‘Come, let’s go and look at those stones.” 

They walked on until they came to a 
large pile of stones. 

“This is where we are getting the stones 
for our Common Hal , explained the 


Clever Giant. 
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The Second Plan Works 
The Lazy Giant lifted a heavy stone " 


and swung it upon his shoulders as if it 


were a bag of feathers. The Clever Giant 
picked up a small stone, swung it on his 
shoulder, and marched behind the Lazy 
Giant. ۱ 
Before the Clever Giant could drop his 
stone, the Lazy Giant had dropped his 


and was going back to get another. 
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The second stone was even heavier than 
the first. All day long, the Lazy Giant 
carried heavy stones to the place where 
the giants were going to build their 
Common Hall. He worked all day, not 
even stopping. to eat any of his twenty 
loaves of bread. By night he had carried 
on his shoulders enough stones to build 
the Common Hall. 

The Clever Giant looked at the pile 
admiringly. “My!” he said. “Now I am 
sure that you can lift ten times as many 
heavy stones as all of the rest of us 
together.” 

And so it happened that this Giant, 
who had always been so lazy, went 
to work every day. He did not want 
anyone in the land to forget that he was 
the strongest of all the giants. 
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The Prince Who Lost His Appetite 


There was once a young Prince who 
thought a great deal about his eating. 
This was because he had no one to play 
with. Whenever he had nothing else to 
do, he spent his time thinking about his 
meals. They say that he had even been 
seen reading a cook book! 
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All the grown-ups in the palace thought 
a great deal about the Prince’s eating, 
too. They wanted the Prince to grow up 
into a strong King. The Queen kept the > 
Royal Cooks busy baking and roasting 
delicious food for the Prince to eat. No 
one but a Prince had ever tasted such food! 

For a long time the Prince had a good 
appetite for all these good things. He 
would hardly finish one meal before he 
would begin to wonder what he was going 
to have for his next meal. He ate so 
much that he grew very fat. The King 
and Queen really did not want the Prince 
to grow so fat, but because he was such 
a lonely Prince they said nothing about 


it. They were glad to see him happy. 


They worked all the harder to plan 
delicious food for his meals. 
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All went well for a long time, then a 
change came over the young Prince. All 
the grown-ups went around looking very 
worried. The Queen was always talking 
to the Royal Cooks. Even the King 
wandered around the garden saying over 
and over to himself, “How can the Prince 
live if he keeps growing thinner and 
thinner every day?” Then he walked more 
slowly and looked very worried. 

You have certainly guessed by this time 
what had happened. The Prince had at 
last grown tired of eating. He had lost 
his appetite. Day after day passed. He 
hardly touched any of the food that was 
offered to him. None of the delicious food 


tasted good—not even his favourite food. 


Finally, he began to ask for different food 
which could not be bought. 
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a 
“The Prince hardly touches his food. I N | 


am afraid he will starve,” said the Queen. ` 
The King took another walk around the ~~ N 

palace gardens, wondering what to do. 

Suddenly he stopped walking. He had a 

splendid idea! Hurrying back to the 

palace, he called the Royal Servants to 


The King’s Ide 
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“Send for the Wise Man of the village,” 
the King called to his servants. “He can 
certainly tell us how to keep my son from 
starving.” 

“Yes, Your Majesty,” said the Royal 
Servants. They went away to find the 
Wise Man of the village. In a little while, 
the Royal Servants returned, leading an 
old man with long white hair. | 








Bowing before the King, the Wise Man 
of the village asked, “What great trouble 
is bowing Your Majesty’s head to-day?” 

The King sighed and explained how his 
son had lost his appetite. “He was once 
strong and fat, and now he is getting 
thinner every day. He hardly touches his 
food. We are afraid he will starve.” 

“Your Majesty,” replied the Wise Man 
of the village, “don’t worry about your 
son. Let the young Prince find the best 
food in the world. Then his appetite will 
come back.” 

“The best food in the world!” exclaimed 
the King. “Haven’t we been offering him 
the best food in the world?” 

But the Wise Man only shook his head 
and repeated the words. “Let him find 
the best food in the world!” 
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What. ls the Best: Food in: 
the World? 


Stepping back, the Wise Man of the 
village bowed to the King and slowly 


walked out of the palace. 
` “The best food in the world,” repeated 


the King. “What is the best food in the 


world, and where can we find it?” 

The Queen sent for the Royal Cooks 
and said, “You must prepare some of the 
best food in the world for our son, the 
Prince. The Wise Man said that it will 
bring back the Prince’s appetite.” 

“But, Your Majesty, what is this best 
food in the world that we are to prepare?” 
asked the Cooks. “We have already 
prepared every kind of food we can think 
‘of, but the Prince will not touch it!” 
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The Queen, of course, did not know 
what to tell the Royal Cooks. So they 
went away feeling quite upset. How 
were they to prepare the best food in the 
whole world if nobody could tell them 
what it looked like or how it tasted? 
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The Prince Looks in the Mirror 


` Day after day went by, and still the 
Prince had no appetite. He ate a little 
of this and a little of that. “Pm sick 
of food. Nothing tastes right,” he 
complained. 
One day he happened to see himself in 
the mirror. “Oh!” he exclaimed. “Do I 
look like that? I surely need to find some 
of the best food in the world.” 
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= The Prince was quite upset. He ran 
out of the palace gates to see if he could 
find some of this food which would make 
him grow fat and strong again. 

First, he stopped at the inn to ask the 
Innkeeper if he had any of the best food 
in the world. 

“Certainly, my boy,” said the Te 
“Some of this fine roast chicken will help 
cover up those bones!” 

Of course, the Innkeeper did not know 
he was talking to the Prince. 

“No, thank you,” answered the Prince. 
“I have eaten so much roast chicken that 
I am quite sick of it.” He left.the Innkeeper 
wondering if he could believe his own ears! 

Down the street the Prince stopped at 
the Baker’s. “Do you sell the best food 
in the world?” he asked the Baker. 
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“I am sure I have the best food in the 
whole world,” replied the Baker. “This 
is an especially fine cake. It is just like 
the cake the Royal Cooks bake for the 
young Prince.”’ 

' “Oh, I have had so much of that old 
cake that I am sick and tired of it,” sighed 
the Prince. 

As the Prince walked out of the shop, 
the Baker said to himself, “Whew! That 
little fellow looks as if he had never eaten 
much of anything.” 

At the next shop the Prince again asked 
for the best food in the world. 

“Of course I have the best food in 
the world,? answered the storekeeper. 
“Suppose you try some of this delicious 


٧2? 


ice cream 


128 





The Boy in the Forest 


“Oh, I have eaten so much ice cream 
that I can’t bear even to look at it,” said 
the Prince. | 

The storekeeper watched the Prince 
walk out of his shop. “Whew! What do. 
you think of a little fellow like that?” 
chuckled the shopkeeper as he leaned 
against the counter. | 

The Prince wandered for miles and 
miles. Finally he came to a forest. There 
he saw a boy chopping down small trees. 
His cheeks were rosy, and his eyes had 
a happy look. As the boy swung his shiny 
hatchet, the Prince noticed what strong 
arms he had. ‘He doesn’t look starved. 
He looks as if he had eaten good food all 
his life,” thought the Prince. 


129 


“Hello!” shouted the Prince. “Have 
you any of the best food in the world?” 


-= “Sure, lots of it,” answered the boy. 
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“Oh, that’s splendid! Will you give me 
some?” asked the Prince. 

“Yes,” replied the wood chopper. “You 
may have some of mine if you will help me 
with my work.” 

The Prince had never chopped down a 
tree in his whole life. But he thought, 
“If that boy can chop down a tree, so can 
I.” He began to chop just as if he had 
been chopping trees all his life. While 
the Prince was chopping down all the 
little trees, the boy piled them up ready 
to carry away. 

It was such fun to see the trees fall 
that the Prince kept on chopping and 
chopping. Finally his arms were so tired 
that he could chop no longer. 

“What a splendid wood chopper you 
are,” smiled the boy. 
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The Prince Finds His Appetite 


Chopping wood surely makes one 
` hungry. I’m starved! I feel as if I could 
eat some of your best food in the world, 
no matter what it is,” laughed the Prince. 

At this, the boy pulled a large piece of 
strange dark food from its hiding place in 
a hollow tree. | 

‘The boy broke it in two and offered the 
larger piece to the Prince. 

“This is the best food in the whole 
world,” he exclaimed as he leaned against 
a tree. “I have never tasted anything 
quite so good before.” 

“Have you ever worked until you were 
tired and hungry before?” asked the boy. 

Then the Prince understood why he had 
found the best food in the world. 
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“Good-bye,” said the Prince to the wood 
chopper, and he returned to his parents. 





“Where have you been all day, Son?” 
asked the King and Queen excitedly. 

“I have been looking for the best food 
in the world—and here it is!” said the 
Prince. And he pulled out of his pocket— 
a piece of dry brown bread. 
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The Princess’ Birthdays 


Once upon a time, some fairies lived i 
near a King’s palace. They were all merry A 
little fairy people—that is, all except one, 
Crosspatch. She was never happy. You 
could guess that from her name. Nothing 
ever pleased her. She spent a great deal 


of her time complaining. 
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The first time the fairies went to the 
palace to greet the new baby Princess, 
Crosspatch went with them. 

One after another the fairies made 
wishes for the tiny baby daughter of the 
King and Queen. One wished her to be 
beautiful, another to be kind, and another 
wished that she might always be happy. 

About this time something happened, 
nobody remembers exactly what, to make 
Crosspatch crosser than ever. When it 
was her turn to make a wish for the tiny 
Princess, she said very crossly, ‘May the 
Princess have many birthdays! 3 

Now you would certainly think that 
this was an especially kind wish for 
Crosspatch to make. But in her heart > 
Crosspatch had a very unkind thought, 


as you will see. 
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The father of the tiny Princess was a 
very busy King. He was so busy that the 
Royal Scribe wrote all his letters. 
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`~ This Royal Scribe was the only one in 
| the world who had a calendar. The last 
| thing he did every night when he went 
0 upstairs to his room was to decide what 
| the next day would be. Then he wrote it 
| on a large card. He hung this card on 
the wall and called it his calendar. Every 
| night he would take down the old card, 
put it in a basket, and hang up the new 
| card ready for the next day. 

On the day that the Princess was eight 
years old, the King asked the Scribe, 
“What day is this?” 

After greeting the King, the Royal Scribe 
replied, “Your Majesty, the calendar tells 
me that this is May Day, the first of May.” 

“Splendid!” answered the King. “If 
this is the first day of May, it must be 
the birthday of the little Princess.” 
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The Birthday Party 
The King and Queen gave a birthday 
party for their daughter, the little Princess. 


` All the children for miles around were 


invited to come. Many: playmates of the 
Princess came, bringing lovely presents. 

It was a very merry party. The cake 
was the largest birthday cake that the 
Royal Cooks had ever baked. As the little 


Princess blew out the eight gay-coloured 


ama candles, all her playmates made wishes 


for her. It was the happiest birthday she 
had ever had. 
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The little Princess grew more kind and 
beautiful every day exactly as the good 
fairies had wished. The King and Queen 
had forgotten all about the wish that 
Crosspatch had made for the Princess 
when she was a tiny baby. 

But Crosspatch had not forgotten. For 
nearly eight years nothing happened. 
Crosspatch had been waiting for exactly 
the right time to make her wish for the 
Princess come true. 

So the night of this birthday, when the 
excitement was over and all was dark and 
still, she went up to the palace all alone. 

She crept upstairs on tiptoe into the 
Scribe’s room and took the May First card 
out of the basket. Then she took down 
from the wall the May Second card. She 
hung up the May First card in its place. 
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“The Princess shall have many 
birthdays,” she chuckled to herself. Then 
she crept quietly out of the palace and 





What Happened to the Calendar? 
When the Royal Scribe looked at his 


calendar the next morning, he noticed 
that it read “May First.” 

“May First!” he said, scratching his 
head. ‘“‘Wasn’t yesterday May First?” 

In those days everyone depended upon 
the Royal Scribe’s calendar. People would 
stop him on the street. and ask, “What 
day is this?” 

So the moment the Royal Scribe went 
. out this morning, people greeted him and 
asked, “What day is this?” 

The Scribe said to everyone, “This is 
May Day, the first of May.” 

“May Day!” they exclaimed. ‘Why, 
yesterday was May Day, the first of May. 
Isn’t this the second of May?” 
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“The calendar says the first of May,” he 
answered. Then he hurried on before 
anyone could say anything more. 

No one quite knew what to do. Some 
people were sure that it was the second of 
May. “If this is the first of May, what 
was yesterday?” they asked. 

Others said it must be the first of May 
if the Royal Scribe’s calendar said it was. 

At first the King was greatly upset. 
“How can there be two May Days in one 
year?” he roared. 
= Of course, no one remembered having 
two May Days in one year, so nobody 
answered the King. 
` “What shall we do?” asked the Queen. 
“If this is the first of May, it is our 
daughter’s birthday. Shall we have 
another party for the Princess?” 
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ng and Queen talked it over and \ 
finally decided to have another party. ۳ 
When the Queen told the little Princess Hy | 
that she was to have another party, she J) ۱ 
I exclaimed, ‘Another birthday party! Why, É 7 
F I thought yesterday was my birthday.” | 
“Yes, my daughter,” said the Queen, 
“we all thought so. But we were wrong.” 
The little Princess was delighted because 
she thought her birthday was the nicest 
day of the year. 
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‘Of course, all the playmates of the 
Princess were delighted to be invited to 
another party. They came to the palace 
bringing more packages of lovely birthday 


presents to the Princess. 


Another Birthday Party 


The Royal Cooks prepared another 
delicious birthday cake with eight gay- 
coloured candles on it. There was more ice 
cream, more candy, more of everything. 

All the Princess’ little playmates had a © 
delightful time at this second party. They 
talked about it all the way home. 

“The party that we had yesterday was 
nice, but I enjoyed this party more,” said 
one of the little girls. 

“I liked the party we had yesterday 
better,” another little playmate of the 
Princess said very softly. “We had more 
balloons.” | 

“Oh, but this party was the best,” said 
a third little girl, “because it was really 
the birthday party.” 


145 





But this was not the end of the May 
Days. Early the next morning, the Royal 
Scribe looked at the calendar, and what 
did he see? May First! | 

“May First!” sighed he. ‘How can this 

be May First? It was May First yesterday, 
and the day before that!” 
. When the Royal Scribe told the King it 
was May Day again, the King roared, “I 
have never heard of so many May Days in 
all my life. May Day! May Day! This is 
dreadful! Is it going to be May Day the 
rest of my life?” 

No one seemed to know the answer. In 
a moment the King quieted down. 

“Well, if the calendar says this is May 
First, I suppose it must be May First,” 
said the King. “The Princess must have 
another birthday party.” 
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So it went on. There was one May Day 
after another and one party after another. 
They thought each party would be the last. 
But still the May Days came! 

The Princess’ young friends were getting 
tired of all the birthday parties. Of course 
they were delighted to go to the first 
birthday party. They were glad to be 
invited to the second party, too. But when 
they were invited to the third, they began 
to think that three were too many. 

Finally, after they had been invited to 
one party after another, some of the 
playmates of the Princess wanted to stay 
at home. Some complained that they 
were too tired to go. They really were 
tired—tired of birthday parties, tired of 
candy and ice cream. They were even 
tired of birthday cake. 
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The Princess’ young friends had taken 4 
her so many lovely presents that her room 
was piled high with them. Every time 
she got in or out of bed, she had to climb 
over a Noah’s Ark or a long line of dolls’ 
houses. She grew tired of looking at all 
these toys. She even wished that she had 
never seen a doll, although she had 
always been fond of dolls until now. 
Day after day she grew more unhappy. 
She was almost sick from so much 


excitement. 
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. “I never want another birthday as long 
as I live!” cried the Princess. 

The King was so upset to see his 
daughter cry that he sent for the Royal 
Scribe that very moment. 

“Can’t something be done?” roared the 
angry King. “Are these May Days to 
go on forever? Will it always be the first 
day of May?” | 

The Royal Scribe answered the King’s 
angry greeting. “I certainly hope not, 
Your Majesty,” he said in a shaking voice. : 

He walked away feeling greatly upset. 
“Someone is changing my calendar,” he 
thought. ۱ 

That night when the worried Scribe 
went upstairs, he decided to watch his 
calendar the whole night long. So he hung 
up the May Second card and waited. 
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3 Crosspatch Is Caught! 


Sure enough, in the middle of the night, 
Crosspatch crept upstairs to the Scribe’s 
room. The Scribe watched her take the 
May First card out of the basket. The 
moment she began to hang it on the wall, 
the Scribe shouted, “Don’t touch that 





Crosspatch dropped the card and in a 
moment was running out of the palace 
as fast as she could go. Then the Royal 
Scribe slept soundly the rest of the night. 

In the morning he looked at his calendar. 
“Well, it is May Second at last!” he 
exclaimed. And he hurried away to tell 
the King. 

After greeting the King, he said, “Your 
Majesty need worry no longer. I have 
good news for you. Very good news! To-day 
is May Second!” 

“Well that’s splendid!” exclaimed the 
King. “We were all getting tired of May 
First. How did it happen that we had May 
First so many times this year?” 

Then the Royal Scribe told the King 
how Crosspatch had crept upstairs and 
changed his calendar. 
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“Ha! Ha!” laughed the King. He 
laughed and laughed. 

“So that was what old Crosspatch 
meant when she wished the tiny Princess 
to have many birthdays,” he said. “You ۱ 
had better watch the calendar after this.” 

But Crosspatch was too frightened to 
return to the palace again. So each year 
after that, there was only one May First 
in the calendar—and only one birthday 


each year for the Princess. 
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IN FARAWAY LANDS 








| Once upon a time, in the time we are 

now living, there was a contented old man 

~ who loved to make things out of wood. He 

had a tiny shop on a street in a little Swiss 
village. | 

All day long he carved wooden ducks 

and geese for weather vanes. He sold 


‘them to people to put up on their barns. 
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All his life the old man had loved to 
carve wood. And so- that was what he 
did. He spent most of his life over his 
workbench with a block of wood in his 
hand, carving wild ducks and geese for 
weather vanes. 

He would paint them the green and 
black colours of wild ducks or the lovely 
colours of wild geese. Then he would hang 
them in the windows of his shop where 
people could see them as they passed by. 

People from Canada and all over the 
world came to his shop and bought the 
things he made. They would lean against 
his workbench and watch him as he 
carefully carved the weather vanes. They 
loved to talk to him because he was such 
a contented and happy old man. 


=- 155 


A 













The Wood Carver’s Sign 
But there was one thing that people from 


all over the world could not understand. i 





Over the wood carver’s door was a large ۰ 


کی نت 
ی 


A 


sign with the old man’s name on it! 


HANS VRILL 


NEVER WORKED 
and 





pamp oD o E 





“Hans Vrill,” said the people from all 
over, “you work over your workbench 
all day. You have spent your whole life 
carving wood. What do the words on your 
sign mean?” 

“They mean exactly what they say,” 
answered the contented old man. 

“I have never worked and never will!” 

Then he laughed because the people 
could not understand. Then he laughed 
some more because he was so happy and 
contented. 

So the people from all over the world 
shook their heads and went away with 
the wooden ducks and the weather vanes 
they had bought. 

“We don’t know what he means. He 
works harder than any of us. Yet he says, 


‘I have never worked and never will!” 
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Then the lazy children from all around 
came to Hans’s shop. When they saw his 
` sign, they thought, “Here is a man exactly 
like us. He isn’t fond of work.” 

But when they saw him working at his 
workbench from morning until night, they 
said, “Hans Vrill, that sign sounds foolish 
to us. You work harder than we do!” 

Hans shook his head and said, “Go 
away, lazy children! You don’t know what 
I mean when I say, ‘I never worked and 
never will!’ That’s a secret of mine!” 

“How can ‘Never worked and never 
will’ be a secret?” they asked. ‘Hans 
Vrill does work!” 

So the lazy children wandered off, 
thinking Hans Vrill was a foolish old 


man. And they never found out his secret! 
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Hans Vrill’s Secret | D 


One day the other children from all 
around came to see the contented old man. 

They loved to lean over his workbench 
and watch him carve. Sometimes he let 
them help him paint the lovely carved 
birds for the weather vanes. 

They had great fun painting the ducks 
and geese. And suddenly they understood! 
Carving and painting is not work. How 
can fun be work? 

And that is how they found out the 
secret of Hans Vyrill’s sign—“Never 
Worked and Never Will.” 
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and of Wooden Shoes 


A long, long time ago, Jan and Katrina 
were walking along a little street in 


Holland. At every step their wooden 
shoes went ‘“Klomp-klomp! Klomp- | 






1? 


klomp 
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Klomp ... klomp!” they went over the 
hard road. 
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` Jan and Katrina Watch the Stork 
“Oh, Jan, wouldn’t it be wonderful if 


the stork were to build a nest on our 
roof?” asked Katrina. “Then we should 
have good luck forever! Wouldn’t that be 
wonderful?” . 

Jan was too busy watching the stork to 
answer Katrina. He ran along the street, 
“Klomp-klomp! Klomp-klomp!” By this 
time Katrina’s feet were going, “Klomp- 
klomp! Klomp-klomp!” too. They had to 
go fast to keep up with Jan. 


On and on the stork flew. It flew over 


the meadows where some black and white | 


cows were eating the grass. It flew over 
the canals of water where many people 
were travelling from one town to another 
in boats. 
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Katrina ran so fast that she fell down 
right in the middle of the road. One shoe 
went this way, and the other went that 
way. But Katrina didn’t mind falling, 
because the streets in Holland were always 
very clean. 

“Hurry!” shouted Jan. 

“Pm coming as fast as I can,” answered 
Katrina, as she picked herself up and 
started to put on her shoes. 

“Look! Look! Its flying towards our 
roof! If it builds a nest on our house, we 
shall have good luck forever!” cried Jan. 

The stork did fly down to the little red- 
tiled roof of the house where Jan and 
Katrina lived. Perhaps the stork noticed 
that this little brick house with its blue 
door and bright flowers in the windows was 


the gayest house on the whole street. 
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Shoes on the Doorstep 
“Lets hurry to tell Mother,” said 
Katrina. 
“Klomp-klomp! Klomp-klomp!”’ hurried 


sili 


i 


the two pairs. of wooden shoes along the 
road. When the children reached their 
own doorstep, they threw off each shoe 
with a loud “Klomp.” Then they ran 
into the house in their. stocking feet. 











Mother Loos was sitting in the kitchen. 

“Mother, theres a stork on our roof! 
Don’t you hope it will build a nest up 
there?”. they both asked at once. 

“Be careful, or your noisy talking will 
frighten the stork away,” replied Mother, 
and she kept her eyes on her knitting. 

Mother Loos did not seem to be so 
excited as the children were. Perhaps she 
had heard the story about the storks too 
many times. She only smiled and then 
held up the red stocking she was knitting. 

“Pm knitting these stockings to keep 
your feet warm when you go skating this 
winter. Do you like them?” asked Mother. 

But Jan and Katrina were not interested 
in Mother’s knitting. How could they be 
interested in stockings, even bright red 
ones, when a stork was on the roof? 
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Soon another stork came to the roof and 
began to build a nest. Then Jan and Katrina 
were sure that good luck was coming. 

Day after day they waited, but still no 

good luck came. 
` One day they walked along the street 


beside the canal to the harbour. There they 


saw an old fisherman’s hut. 

Jan called, “Hello, Oom Bram! Is the 
fishing good today?” 

“Oh, it’s only fair, oniy fair!” 
grumbled the old man. 

The old fisherman was “Oom Bram,” 
or as we would say, “Uncle Bram,” to 
all the children in this little Dutch town. 
As soon as a boy had learned to hold a 
pole, it was Oom Bram who taught him 
to fish. And many was the time Oom 
Bram. had pulled a boy out of the canal! 
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As the children walked toward Oom 
Bram’s hut, they noticed a bag by his side. 


“Come over here,” he waved, “and see 


my great treasures!” 

“Treasures!” exclaimed Katrina, as she 
looked into the bag. “They are nothing 
but onions!” | | 

“No, my lassie, they're not onions! 
They’re treasures!” he chuckled. “Yes, 





پک 
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your old Oom Bram has a bag full of 


treasures!” And he chuckled again. 
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The Old Fisherman’s Treasure 
“It was like this,” explained the old 
fisherman. ‘Last night a big boat was 
having some kind of trouble. So they 
tied her up in the harbor for the night. 
The captain called me out of bed. ‘Come 
on! Come and help me! I need another 
pair of hands on these sails,’ says he. 
“So your old Oom Bram worked all 
night on that ship. This morning the 
captain threw this bag down to me. 
‘Here’s a treasure for you, says he, and 
sails away with never a thank-you!” 
Then the old Dutch fisherman laughed 
again as he thought about his “treasure.” 
“Are they good to eat?” asked Jan. 
“Why, Jan!” exclaimed Katrina. 


“Nobody eats treasures!” 
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| “Well, whatever they are, I don’t want 


te 


them! Take them away! Treasures are 


N 
f 
1 
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not for an old Dutch fisherman,” said 
Oom Bram. And he started to pull in his 
fishing nets. 

Jan filled his pockets with the little 
brown balls that looked like onions. Then 
Katrina took the brown bag which held 
the rest. 

















“I wonder what these things can be?” 
said Katrina. “Lets take them home. 
Perhaps Mother will know what they are. 
They may be great treasures after all!” 

“Treasures!” repeated Jan. “How can 
these brown balls be treasures? It wasnt 
fair of that captain to cheat Oom Bram! 
Think of giving him these old onion things 


for a night’s hard work! That captain 


` was a cheat! That’s what he was—a 


cheat!” 

And to show Katrina how angry he 
really was, Jan began to throw his balls 
` into the canali He threw one, then 
another, and another, until he had thrown 
‘them all away. When the balls hit the 
water, they splashed s0 loudly that the 
ducks swimming in the canal hurried 


away, quacking loud quacks. 
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“Oh, Jan!” exclaimed Katrina. “Why 
did you throw the balls away? Just 
suppose they really are treasures!” 

When the children arrived home, 
Katrina showed Mother Loos the bag of 
brown balls and told her story. 

“Oh, poor Oom Bram! He has been 
cheated!” said Mother sadly. “It was not 
fair for the captain to cheat an old man. 
Throw the balls away! Surely such things 
could not bring good luck to anyone!” 

Katrina carried the bag of balls over 
to her father’s field and threw them on 
the ground. Before long, Father Loos 
plowed all the little balls under the 
ground, and they were soon forgotten. 

Just about this time, the storks flew 
away to a place where the weather was 


warmer, and they were forgotten, too. 


171 







HIR و‎ 
E ET 
یه‎ 
gE 


Skating to Market î JÛ 
Every day Jan and Katrina skated miles a 


on the smooth, glassy ice that covered 





the canal. Jan was a very fast skater. 
He skated so fast that about all you could 
see of him was his new red stockings 
that Mother Loos had knitted. 

On Saturdays the whole family skated 
to market to sell the sweet butter that 
Mother Loos made. Sometimes the canal 
would be so crowded with laughing skaters 
that it seemed as if this whole Dutch 


village was going to market on skates. 
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At last the winter passed and spring 
came. 
One morning Jan came shouting into 
the house. “The storks have come back!’ 

“Oh, now our good luck will surely 
” said Katrina excitedly. 

A little while after this, Katrina noticed 
some bright-coloured flowers in her father’s 
field. She had never seen such beautiful 
flowers before in all her life. 

“Perhaps Mother will know what they 
are,” she thought as she started to pick A 
a flower. But she pulled too hard, and 


the whole plant came out of the ground. 


come, 


“Why, this flower grew out of one of 
Oom Bram’s ‘onions’!” she thought. 

She ran back to the house as fast as 
she could go. “Look, Mother! Look what 
T 


is growing out of Oom Bram’s ‘onions 


173 


The Wonderful New Flowers 


“How beautiful!” exclaimed Mother. “I 


wonder what it is! I have never seen a 





flower like it before.” 

They called to Father, and the whole 
family hurried out to the field to see the 
wonderful new flowers. Before long, some 
of the neighbors came crowding around 


to find out what all the excitement was 


§ ۱ 








No one knew what the strange flowers 
were. “Where did they come from? 
Where did you get the seeds?’’ they asked. 

Then Katrina told the story of the brown 
balls. She said she threw hers into the 
field, but Jan threw his into the canal. 
He did not think they were treasures. ۱ 

The next day was Saturday, market 
day, so the children sold many of the new 
flowers in the market. Their money bags 
had never been so full of money before! 

As the spring days passed, Katrina 
noticed that her plants were turning 
brown. She pulled up the plants to see 
if the brown balls were still there. How 
surprised she was to see not one ball, 
but three or four on the end of every 
plant. Now she had many more “onions” 


than Oom Bram had given her. 
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: In the fall Katrina and her father ۳ 
Ø planted all the balls. By the next spring | 


they had many more flowers to sell in the 1 












market. The family money bags were 





now heavier than ever before! ۱ 
By this time you have surely guessed ~ 
that Oom Bram’s “onions” were tulip 
‘bulbs that the captain had carried to 
Holland on his boat from a faraway land. 
That is why the people in Holland had 


never seen such flowers before. 
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At first the Loos family planted tulip 
bulbs and sold the flowers. But after a 
time they began to sell the bulbs, too. 
Soon everyone in this little Dutch village 
was planting bulbs and growing large 
fields of gay-coloured tulips. And how these 
villagers’ money bags grew! Even Oom 
Bram was able to have a treasure he really 
wanted—a beautiful new fishing boat! 
Jan and Katrina always said that the 
storks brought their good luck to them. 
And perhaps the bright-coloured tulips that 


grow in your garden are the great-great- 


great-great-great-grandchildren of those 
very same tulip bulbs that Katrina threw 
into her father’s field in Holland! 





WORDS YOU NEED TO KNOW 


Some word meanings you will need to 
know when you read ‘The Land of Wooden 
Shoes”: 


Bram, a Dutch word meaning “Abe” 


bulb, the rounded part of some plants 
where the plant food is stored 


canal, a waterway used for shipping 


Dutch, a name given to the people living 
in the Netherlands, or Holland 


fishing nets, nets in which fish are caught 
harbour, a safe landing place for ships 


Holland, a name given to the Nether- 
lands, a country in Europe 


hut, a poorly built little house 
Jan (Yan) , a Dutch word meaning “John” 


Katrina (Ka-treen-a), a girl’s name 
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klomp, the sound made by wooden shoes 
—The Dutch get the word- 
“klompen,” meaning wooden shoes, 
from the sound made by the shoes. 


Loos, a Dutch family name 


market, a place where people buy and sell 
their goods 


meadow, a field used for pasture 
Oom, a Dutch word meaning “Uncle” 


plow, a tool used for turning up the soil 
to make it ready for planting 


stork, a large white bird with black wings 
—Its long legs and bill are some- 
times red. 


tulip, a plant having cup-like flowers, © 
grown from a bulb 


village, a small group of houses in the 
country; smaller than a town 


villagers, the people who live in a village 
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JUST FOR FUN 





ی 
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Oscar’s Airplane Ride 


When Mr. Zabriski decided to go to 

۱ Los Angeles, Oscar wanted to go with him. 
But Mr. Zabriski only shook his head. 
‘Tm sorry,” he said, “but I can’t be 
bothered with a seal on this trip, not even 

a famous seal. You must stay here in 


New York. I have secret work to do.” 








Poor, neglected Oscar! He just couldn’t 
stay in New York all alone! ‘We always 
go everywhere together,” he said to 
himself. “I know Mr. Zabriski doesn’t 
mean to be selfish. The first thing 
to-morrow Ill talk him into taking me 
along. I need a vacation!” | 

Then Oscar got into his bathtub and 
slept until morning. 

The next morning, when the seal climbed 
from his bathtub, he found that his trainer 
had gone. In a few minutes, he saw a 
letter leaning against.a large fish—Oscar’s 
favourite food. The letter said: 

Dear Oscar: 

I can’t bear to say good-bye. I am too 
unhappy about leaving you. Take good 
care of yourself until I come back. 


Your trainer—Zabriski 
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After he had read the letter, Oscar felt 
better. “Pll just follow him, that’s all.” | 
And he began to make plans. 

“I must travel by airplane,” he decided. 
“If I know what’s good for me, I’ll hide 
inside a trunk.” 

When the seal telephoned to the airport 
| about taking a trunk, a girl said, “I think 
you have the wrong number?” 

“Isn’t this the airport?” Oscar asked. 

“Yes,” she agreed, “but you said ‘trunk’!”? 

“That’s right. I’m going inside—I 
mean, mine is a heavy trunk,” said Oscar. 

“Oh, this must be your first trip in an 
airplane,” answered the girl. “You may 
take only two small pieces of baggage.” 

“Two pieces of baggage!” Oscar repeated. 
“Lady, how could I get into two— 
Excuse me! Im very large.” 
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The girl laughed merrily. “Don’t 
worry! We can carry fat people. The 
seats are roomy and comfortable. Shall 
we hold one for you?” 

“Thank you for the offer, but I guess 
I had better think it over,” said Oscar. 

While Oscar was thinking it over, 
he began to read the newspaper that 
Mr. Zabriski had left behind. 

“Whew!” he whistled. ‘Look at this! 
A robber wanted by the police! Now I am 
sure I shouldn’t stay alone in New York.” 








Oscar decided that it would be a 
great deal better if he took a night 
plane. So that evening after dark, when 


no one was looking, he flip-flipped out 
to the airport. A large plane was resting 
on the runway. 

“There’s my plane!” exclaimed Oscar. 
As he hurried toward it he noticed 
a pretty girl dressed in blue. She was 
standing right outside the cabin door. 


“That’s the stewardess,” thought Oscar. 
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Oscar Gets On the Airplane 


“How am I going to get that stewardess 
out of the way?” thought the seal. He 
didn’t want to frighten her. Then he had 
a bright idea! He hid behind the plane 
and shouted, ‘Help! Help! Water! Water!” 

The kind-hearted stewardess thought 
some one was sick so she ran to help him. 
Oscar ducked under a wing and hurried 

into the cabin. All this time he was 
chuckling to himself about the joke 
he had played on the stewardess. 

The cabin looked very comfortable. On 
each side there were seats at the windows. 
There was a tiny kitchen, too. Oscar 
enjoyed looking around the cabin except 
that he could find no place to hide. He 
knew the plane would be starting soon, 
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so he hurried up front. The door was locked! 
At the end of the cabin was another door. 
When it opened, he crawled over the 
doorstep into the tail of the plane. _ 

Oscar looked for a hiding place near 
some baggage that was piled against 
the wall. Suddenly he stopped and 
listened. “I certainly thought I heard 
a dog. It is lucky I didn’t. He would 
bark and give me away.” 

Still the seal was troubled. He 
sniffed! There was something about the 
place he didn’t like. Then he remembered. 
When he was.a pup, seal hunters had come 
to his home in the North. Thinking of this 
made his skin creep. 

“It smells queer, just like those 
hunters,” he whispered, ‘and I don’t like 
queer smells!” 
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By this time several people were 
coming into the plane. In a great 
hurry, Oscar crawled into the place he 
had prepared, and pulled some light 
baggage over him. He felt crowded 
and uncomfortable. He was hungry 
and thirsty, too. ۱ 

“The time will pass quickly, if I don’t 
starve,” he thought. “We'll land in 
Los Angeles to-morrow. I hope I can 
wait until then, although I certainly 


don’t like that queer smell!” 
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After a while the stewardess came 
in. She turned on the lights, hung 
up a few coats, and stored away more 
baggage. All the while, Oscar tried 
not to move a hair! 

Then the engines started, and the 
plane was gently lifted into the air. 
Oscar couldn’t tell when they left the 
ground, but they were moving so smoothly 
he knew they were flying. ۱ 

“It’s too bad I can’t see out,” he said to 
himself. “I guess we are flying up in the 
clouds. From the sky, clouds usually look 
like a thick fog. Id like to see an ocean 
again, too. Well, Pm glad we are on our 
way. Nothing can keep me from joining 
Mr. Zabriski now.” 

Soon Oscar began to feel too warm. 
How he longed for his bathtub! 
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—Oscar’s Troubles Begin 


“Whew! It’s hot and close in here!” 
Oscar exclaimed. Then he left his hiding 
place and wandered over to the door. He 
listened a moment. He couldn’t hear a 
sound! So he rested his head on a ۰ 

“My, this feels comfortable,” he thought, 
and closed his eyes. He spent the rest 
of the night sniffing the cool air that 
came in under the door. 

Early in the morning the stewardess 
suddenly opened the door. There was 
Oscar’s face right in the doorway! 

Both Oscar and the stewardess were 
| surprised. The girl screamed and ran 
back, leaving the door open. The door 
had hurt poor Oscar’s nose, so he 
flip-flipped back to his hiding place. 
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The passengers crowded around the 
open door. They could see nothing of 
Oscar but his head. His eyes looked 
dreadfully worried. The passengers 
thought he looked wild. 

“Keep back, everyone! Keep back!” a 
man ordered, waving his arms. ‘Don’t 
touch him! He will tear you to pieces!” 

Then the passengers became truly 
frightened! They shouted and ran 


about in the cabin. One foolish woman 


screamed, “Stop the plane! Stop the 
plane! Tell the conductor I want to 
get off right now!” 
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Just then the chief pilot came, closed 
| the baggage room door, and turned 
the key in the lock. 

“Take your places, please,” he said 
quietly. “Everything is all right now.” 

Oscar was delighted to be alone again. 
He felt like standing on his head and 
turning a hand-spring, or perhaps a 
seal turns a “flipper-spring.” But his 
nose hurt him, and anyway he could 
not feel contented or happy -while that 


queer smell was in the room. 
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When the plane landed in Los Angeles, © 
Oscar could hear the passengers leaving 
the plane. He prepared to follow them. But 
the moment the door opened, he saw that 
` his troubles were not yet over. Right 
outside the cabin door, too close for comfort, 
stood a large cage! 

Now Oscar was badly frightened. He 
flip-flipped into his corner. “They are not | 
going to get me into that cage,” he said. 

The field was well lighted, and a crowd 
was standing around. The passengers 
were outside waiting for their baggage. 

Nobody thought the animal in the 
baggage room was a seal, or he never 
would have tried to drive Oscar out with 
water. The pilot said, “Water won’t hurt the 
animal. It’s the best way to get him out!” 
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Oscar. wasn’t so sure about that. “A 
cool bath will be especially fine,” he 
thought, “but what will the water do 
to the other things in here?” 

The stewardess had the same thought. 

“Do be careful,” she told the pilot. “Don’t 
get the coats and baggage wet!” 

“Hold the cage!” the pilot shouted. 
“He may run away any minute!” 

“We are ready for him,” came a voice 
from the outside. 

“Let it go then! Turn on the water!’ 

the pilot ordered. 





Then the water came! In a. few 
seconds Oscar’s fur was smooth and 
shiny. Soon all the coats and bags 
were wet, but still the water came. ۱ 

“Turn it on more!” the pilot ordered. 

“What’s wrong?” asked a man outside. 

“I don’t understand,” replied the pilot 
in a surprised voice. “I believe he likes 
the water!” 

“What’s he doing?” asked the man. 

“Well, there’s about a foot of water in 
there, and he is splashing and swimming 
around!” answered the pilot. 

‘Don’t stop,” said the man. “He will 
get tired before long.” 

Finally, Oscar did get tired and decided 
to give himself up. “I suppose I might 
as well get it over with. Those fellows 


are too clever for me,” complained Oscar. 
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Then he started to swim slowly toward 
the door. “I may never see Mr. Zabriski 
again,” Oscar sighed. 

The pilot stepped back and called, 
“Weve got him! He’s coming out!” Then 
surprise spread over the pilot’s face. 

“Say, there are two of them in there!” 


he shouted. “One’s a man!” 
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While all the excitement was going on, 
Oscar had forgotten about the queer smell. 
Now he remembered. “That’s just what I 
smelled—a man!” Then he looked around. 

Back in the shadows, a man in wet 
clothes was climbing over a pile of 
baggage. Oscar watched closely. Then 
_ the man’s face caught the light. Oscar 
knew at once that it was the face of 
the man he had seen yesterday in 
Mr. Zabriski’s newspaper. 

Oscar began to bark at the robber. The 
robber kicked Oscar and tried to get out 
of the water. But Oscar stopped him. 
The robber began to shout, “Stop the 
water! Please stop the water!” 

“No, no!” ordered Oscar at the top of his 
voice. ‘Turn on more water! And send 
for the police!” 


197 


But the pilot did nothing. He didn’t 
know what to do next. With Oscar 
splashing about, it was hard to see 
what was going on. | 

The pilot didn’t know that this famous 
seal could talk, so he thought the man was 
doing all the talking. Yet he couldn’t 
quite understand why the man shouted, . 
“Stop the water!” one minute, and 
“Turn on more water!” the next minute. 

Then the robber began again, “Turn 
off the water! Help! Help!” 

“No! No! Turn on more water,” 
Oscar ordered. ‘Get the police!” 

“No need to get the police. Get the 
dog-catcher, quick!” the robber shouted. 
` All this time the water kept coming 
into the baggage room, and the pilot 


grew more and more upset. “I can’t 
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` stand this! Call the police! Someone 
call the police!” he repeated. “We 
need all the help we can get! This is 
terrible!” 
The policeman who usually watched 
the airport was the first to arrive. 
“What’s the trouble?” he asked. 
The pilot pointed to the baggage room. 
“In there!” he said. 
Then Oscar called, “Here’s your robber!” 
` At first the policeman didn’t understand 
what all the excitement was about. 
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“This is the robber they are hunting in 
New York. I’ve caught him for you,” 
said Oscar proudly. ‘Don’t you know me? 
I’m Oscar, Mr. Zabriski’s trained seal.” 

The policeman nodded his head, for he 
had heard of the famous seal. Then he 
led the robber away from the airport. 
` The news about Oscar spread quickly. 
People crowded all around to greet the 
famous trained seal. | 

“I’m proud to shake your flippers,” 
a man told him. 














Oscar Finds Mr. Zabriski 

Oscar said to himself, ‘Travelling by 
train is slower than flying. So I know 
Mr. Zabriski isn’t here yet. Ill hurry to 
the railroad station and meet every train 
that comes in from New York. I can get | 
a delicious meal there, too. What an 
appetite I have!” 

But before Oscar could leave the airport, 
he had the surprise of his life. The 
policeman returned and brought someone 
with him. 





And who was that someone? None 
other than Mr. Zabriski himself! He 
had come by plane and had arrived in 
Los Angeles that morning. 

“Now that my secret work is done, 
we are ready for the journey back 
home,” decided Mr. Zabriski. ‘How 
shall we go, on a train or by airplane?” 

Oscar remembered how the passengers 
on the plane had screamed and carried on. 
He said, “After all the trouble I made, 
they will never want me on a plane 
again.” 1 

Just then the pilot came and spoke 
to Mr. Zabriski. “One of our best 
streamlined planes will be taking off 
for New York soon. We shall be very 
happy if you and your famous seal 
will fly to New York in it.” 
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“Splendid!” cried Oscar. ‘But what 
about giving the man the money for 
my ride out here to Los Angeles, 
Mr. Zabriski?” Oscar asked. ۱ 
۱ “Oh, that’s all right! Our airline is 
glad to have such a brave seal for a 
passenger. You had better get in the 


plane now. It will be leaving in a 


۳22 


` moment. Happy landing 








The Seals 


The seals all flap 
Their shining flips 
And bounce balls on 
Their nosey tips, 
And beat a drum, 
And catch a bar, 
And wriggle with 


How pleased they are. 
904 


Bare-back Rider 


There isn’t a prettier sight, I think, 

Than a pony that’s white and a lady that’s 
pink. 

The pony so frisky and stepping so high, 

The lady so smiling as they go by, 

The lady so tip-toe on her toes, 

The pony, his bridle dressed up with a rose, 

The lady and pony toth liking to be 

Riding around for the world to see. 
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Penguin Summer 
In the cold Antarctic Ocean 
Where penguins watch the summer, 
No coast is live with yellow bloom 


~ Or song of yellow-hummer. 


No fields are bright with clover. 
The only grass they know 

Is emerald-coloured pack ice 

. And beds of frozen snow. 


Instead of singing thrushes 
Piercing delightful weather, 


They hear the voice of icebergs 


Muttering together. 











A Wish 
If I could wish, 
۲0 be a fish 
(For just a day or two) 
To flip and flash 
And dart and splash 
And nothing else to do, 
And never anyone to say, 
“Are you quite sure you washed to-day?” 
Pd like it, wouldn’t you? 
: 207 


Antics On the Line 


Our ċlothes are washed all clean and white. | 
They’re lying in a pile. | 
They’re very wet and very still, 

But just you wait a while. _ | 


The minute they. are on the line 
Held down with wooden pegs, 
You ought to see what happens 


To my pajama legs. 





They dance and twist and turn around, 
Then puff out big and fat; 

I’m sure that when I have them on 

They do not look like that! 


The pillow cases flip and flap, 
The stockings make me laugh. 
I am afraid the big wild sheets 
Will tear themselves in half. 
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Now mother’s coming for the clothes. 
l Too bad to spoil their fun! 


I’m sure they’d like another day 
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۱ | _ To play in wind and sun. 
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Roller Skate Song 
Fasten the leather and tighten the key, 


Then come skate on the walks with me. 
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Skate on the sidewalk, swoop on the drive 
(Jump the cracks, the roots dislodge). 

Isn’t it jolly to be alive? ` 

Long stroke, strong stroke, 

Swing and dodge. 


Isn’t it jolly to be alive! 

Everything’s gilded with sun to-day. 
Here comes a curbing—down we dive. 
Let’s turn off in the doctor’s drive— 


He never cares where the children play. 
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Faster, faster. I'll be a ’plane, 
Skimming along with the roar 

in my wheels. | 
You be astreet-car. Maybe a train, 
Racing the wind with the automobiles. 
Faster, faster. Coasting now; 
The breeze is pushing us cool and strong. 
Turn at the bottom—I’ll show you how. 


Sing and swing with the skate wheels’ 


song! 





VOCABULARY ANALYSIS 


` This Third Reader, Level Two, contains 92 per cent of the 
words used in the Pre-Primers, Primers, First Readers, Second 
Readers, and the Third Reader, Level One, of this series. The 
table on page 216 shows the cumulative and repetitive plan of 
the vocabulary treatment. 


Only 223 new words are introduced, each of which is hich Be 
five times or more. 


Word Forms. Variants formed by the addition of s, es, d, 
ful, less, ness, y, ly, ing, er, est, ily, ier, iest, and the prefix un, 
are not considered new words if the basic form of the word has 


been taught. Compound words are considered new unless 
both component parts have been taught. 


New Words Per Page. Ease in reading is assured through a 
light vocabulary load and careful introduction as shown by: 
93 pages with 0 new words 
44 pages with 1 new word 
33 pages with 2 new words 
19 pages with 3 new words 
14 pages with 4 new words 


WORD LIST 
1 terrible cook 7 crowd change 
growled 5 baker 8 shouted 12 vacation 
Jery repeat 9 rest 
2 gate whew 10 followed 13 same 
leaned 6 word stepped Miggsy 
toward listen excitement Biggsy 
3 although telephone foolish 14 apron 


4 kitchen chief 11 true sniffed 
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15 plans thirsty nobody 
nodded left 57 witches shaped 
16 spoke 35 broomstick muffin 
shook 36 heart 58 glasses 78 geese 
17 37 hungry marshmallows sold 
18 hung 38 59 trade 
cart 39 60 smoothed 79 notice 
19 40 offered especially 
20 bag 41 bright 61 80 gander 
kept 42 62 roasting ° packages 
21 43 63 selfish 81 square 
22 paws 44 woodchuck woman 82 remembered 
23 earth hut 83 
24 favourite dark enjoyed 84 bother 
25 great hunted 64 company 85 
26 45 raccoon 65 boots 86 line 
27 agree shawl 87 bought 
28 neither 66 locked dreadful 
29 quarrelsome nor key 88 finally 
speckled 46 mind travellers 89 
sky . 47 0 merry 90 reindeer 
30 quietly forest 67 rosy 91 
evening 48 except cheeks 92 
perched 49 68 cocoa 93 ۱ 
31 journey 50 soundly 69 94 marched 
against slept 70 95 
. spider 51 shadow 71 wreaths 96 
web 52 72 cardboard 97 giants 
32 53 73 shoulder 98 passed 
33 gently 54 Prowler 74 doorstep 
mine 55 75 spent 
34 poor 56 purred 76 neglected 
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77 Gretchen 


118 appetite 


99 woodcutter young 135 greet 
complaining deal tiny 
fond ` meals daughter 
100 shovel 119 king exactly 
miles queen 136 scribe 
101 royal 137 calendar 
102 seeds delicious upstairs 
plant 120 worried 138 lovely 
103 song. certainly playmates 
104 touched 139 
105 121 starve 140 
106 lazy splendid 141 moment 
loaves servants yesterday 
bread 122son 142 
107 plowing Majesty 143 delighted 
108 common returned 144 
crept 123sighed 145 
109 124 prepare 146 
110clever 125 quite 147 
wandered upset 148 
fellow whole 149 
suppose 126 sick 150 
illten 127 151 
112 128 152 
113 lift - 129 chopping 153 
heavy 130 154 contented 
114 131 loved 
115 132 vanes 
116 133 155 workbench 
117 princes 134 princess 156 Hans 
palaces fairies Vrill 


Crosspatch 157 
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158 

159 

160 shoes 
Katrina 

Holland 

klomp-klomp 

161 stork 

162 luck 
canals 

163 

164 

165 Loos 
knitting 
skating 

166 fisherman 
Oom 
Bram 
Dutch 

167 treasures 
onions 

168 

169 

170 cheat 

171 

172 


173 


174 

175 

176 tulip 
bulbs 

177 

178 





179 184 comfort- 190 FS 


180 able 191 ordered 199 
181 Los An- 185 cabin 192 pilot 200 
geles stewardess 193 201 

famous 186 194 202 

New York 187 queer 195 . 203 
182 188 — 196 204-211 poetry 
183 airport 189 197 
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